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Spring  in  the  Air! 

There  is  a  story  told  of  a  minister  meeting  an  elderly  parishioner  one  early  spring 
morning;  and  greeting  him  with  the  words  "Spring  in  the  air".  This  man  responded 
with  a  gruff  "Why  should  I?" 

Perhaps,  too,  our  lines  of  communication  with  the  Lord  are  sometimes  twisted, 
misinterpreted  and  we  do  not  get  the  message. 

Surely  after  enduring  the  hardships  of  a  severe  winter  we  should  be  happy  to 
see  these  signs  of  spring  and  recognize  them  as  coming  from  God,  a  sign  of  better 
things  to  come. 

I  like  to  associate  Easter  and  Spring  as  a  time  of  beginning  -  the  birth  of  the 
Church  and  Hope  for  new  life.  This  is  expressed  so  well  in  Nature  and  the  Animal 
Kingdom;  crocuses  shooting  through  the  earth;  the  arrival  of  the  little  lambs,  baby 
chicks,  etc. 

Looking  back  on  the  Springtime  of  the  Sisters  of  Service  who  celebrate  Golden 
and  Silver  Jubilees  this  year  we  can  see  a  re-birth  or  developing  of  their  personali- 
ties and  characteristics,  or  a  new  beginning  and  through  the  ensuing  years  they 
have  maintained  and  strengthened  their  own  characteristics  and  individuality. 

There  is  so  much  to  be  said  but  the  following  excerpt  from  a  poem  by  Martha 
Corrine  Lane  says  a  lot: 

"God  might  have  made  this  lovely  earth 

Without  a  flower  at  all  

Our  daily  life  requires  them  not, 
Then  why  were  they  given  birth? 
God  made  them  to  delight  mankind 
And  beautify  His  earth  " 

Congratulations  and  many  thanks  to  our  Jubilarians  for  the  many,  many  delights 
to  mankind  and  their  acts  of  beautification  through  the  years. 

"A  Blessed  Easter" 

"I  know  that  my  Redeemer  liveth. "    Job  1 9:25 


Sure,  and  may  there  be  a  road  before  you  and  it  bordered  with  roses,  the  likes  of 
which  have  ne'er  been  smelt  or  seen  before,  for  the  warm  fine  color  and  the  great 
sweetness  that  is  on  them.  An  Irish  Blessing 
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Golden  Jubilarians 


H  ow  does  one  write  a  condensation  of  fifty  years  of 
active  service  on  the  missions  and  also  in  Community  Ad- 
ministration -  in  hard  times  and  good  times? 

Sister  Mary  Quinn  has  always  proved  herself  to  be  a 
woman  of  very  versatile  abilities.  She  is  thoughtful  and 
has  a  sparkling  Irish  wit.  One  sister  expressed  it  very  well 
when  she  said  of  Sister:  "If  you  had  difficulties,  she  did 
not  try  to  talk  you  out  of  them.  She  faced  them  head-on 
with  you;  often  anticipating  them  and  preparing  you.  This 
gave  her  credibility  and  was  confidence-inspiring." 

Sister  served  as  First  Councillor  and  Superior  of  the 
Motherhouse,  then  for  twelve  years  as  Sister  General  of 
the  Sisters  of  Service,  from  1948-1960. 

Being  a  Registered  Nurse  Sister  Quinn  worked  on  the 
SISTER  nursing  staff  and  also  as  Administrator  of  our  hospitals  in 
MARY    Vilna  and  Edson,  in  Alberta. 

QUINN  Sister  recalls  that  she  first  went  to  Edson  via  C.N.R.,  on 
the  13th  of  November  1929,  and  has  worked  in  all  three 
hospitals  -  the  original,  a  three-storey  frame  building  until 
we  opened  a  37-bed  brick  hospital;  and  later  in  Decem- 
ber 1969,  our  third,  a  modern  50-bed  hospital.  Sister 
commented  that  we  always  had  a  staff  of  good  doctors, 
nurses,  and  lay  personnel,  as  well  as  Pastoral  Services. 

In  speaking  of  her  past  years  Sister  Quinn  says :  "I  can 
truthfully  say  I  have  made  many  good  friends  while  I  lived 
in  Edson  and  have  many  happy  memories  of  my  time 
there. 

And  who  were  her  friends?  Everyone,  particularly  the 
most  destitute  and  abandoned.  One  day  while  I  was  at- 
tending to  the  switchboard  at  St.  John's  Hospital  there  was 
a  call  from  an  Edmonton  hospital  asking  for  Sister  Mary 
Quinn.  I  informed  the  caller  that  Sister  was  now  missioned 
in  Halifax.  Then  I  was  told  that  Sister's  name  had  been 
given  as  the  "next  of  kin"  of  an  Edson  man  who  had  just 
died.  The  deceased  had  been  long-known  to  us  as  one  of 
the  town  alcoholics.  But  Sister  had  befriended  him,  visiting 
him  when  she  was  in  Edmonton  on  business,  and  often 
bringing  him  treats.  She  had  also  shown  him  much  kind- 
ness when  he  was  hospitalized  at  St.  John's  and  as  he 
evidently  had  no  relatives,  he  gave  Sister's  name.  But  there 
were  many  others  before  and  after  this  man  whom  Sister 
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had  befriended.  For  that  was  Sister  Quinn,  her  love  en- 
compassing all,  especially  the  lonely  and  needy.  She  has 
a  wonderful  memory  and  is  not  apt  to  forget  these  people  - 
her  friends. 


SISTER 
MARY 
FITZMAURICE 


.ospitality  is  basic  to  our  human  nature,  to  our 
culture  and  to  our  Christian  faith.  It  is  a  virtue,  a  good 
habit,  a  form  of  brotherly  love  (sisterly  love),  charity  be- 
ginning at  home  -  our  home. 

Hospitality  is  graciously  receiving  visitors  to  our  homes, 
community  and  also  our  country.  Rejection  is  a  traumatic 
experience  for  a  visitor.  Oh  yes,  there  are  many  ways  of 
practicing  this  great  virtue  of  hospitality.  And  it  certainly 
means  a  lot  of  inconvenience,  such  as  extra  work,  cooking, 
and  the  invasion  of  privacy.  Jesus  surely  appreciated  the 
hospitality  of  Lazarus  and  his  sisters,  Mary  and  Martha. 
And  what  of  Abraham  of  the  Old  Testament  who  must  be 
the  model  and  paragon  of  the  hospitable  man,  the  "host 
with  the  most";  and  the  blessing  bestowed  upon  Sara, 
Abraham's  wife  -  the  birth  of  a  son? 

It's  different  now.  Times  and  things  have  changed. 
Hotels  and  motels,  planes,  buses,  making  hospitality  pro- 
fessional -  almost.  And  this  is  where  I  must  mention 
Sister  Fitzmaurice.  In  her  years  of  service  in  the  Sisters  of 
Service  she  has  always  been  known  to  be  giving  of  her 
hospitality,  in  her  years  at  the  Sisters  of  Service  Residential 
Clubs  at  Winnipeg,  Edmonton,  Montreal,  etc.,  and  at  our 
ports  welcoming  immigrants.  And  now  she  is  Superior  of 
our  Hospitality  House  in  Edmonton  where  she  welcomes 
us  with  a  smile  and  we  feel  at  home. 

When  we  are  in  the  state  of  grace  we  are  entertaining 
the  most  important  guest  there  is:  God  Himself.  Faith  tells 
us  we  are  the  dwelling-place,  the  home  of  Father,  Son  and 
Spirit.  "In  being  hospitable  to  Him,  we  are  being  hos- 
pitable to  our  fellow  men." 


Sister  agnes  hearn's  fifty  years  as  a  Sister  of  Service 
SISTER    has  been  varied,  her  apostolate  for  the  most  part  being 
AGNES    spent  in  the  Religious  education  work,  and  Girls'  Resi- 
HEARN    dences.  She  has  been  missioned  in  Edmonton,  Regina, 
Winnipeg,  Toronto,  Halifax,  Edson,  Montreal,  and  now  is 
enjoying  her  work  in  Clarenville,  Newfoundland. 

Many  summers  saw  her  out  in  the  highways  and  by- 
ways gathering  the  children  together  for  religious  instruc- 
tions. Some  of  the  children  travelled  as  much  as  thirty 
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miles  to  attend  these  classes.  The  classes  lasted  one  or  two 
weeks,  from  9  a.m.  to  4  p.m.  The  pupils  were  from  Grades 
1  to  10  and  would  be  prepared  for  first  confession,  First 
Holy  Communion  and  Confirmation;  or  general  religion 
instructions.  For  four  years  Sister  Hearn  was  directress  of 
Religious  Education  for  the  St.  Paul  the  Apostle  Parish  in 
Winnipeg. 

Sister  writes:  "Here  I  am  in  a  beautiful  location  and 
JH     doing  a  work  that  fascinates  and  challenges  me  ...  a  real 
missionary  apostolate. 

"...  This  present  assignment  I  was  asked  to  accompany 
Sister  Barton  to  Newfoundland  and  together  we  would 
set  up  a  Correspondence  School  in  Clarenville,  as  Bishop 
Penney  wished  to  have  catechism  lessons  provided  for  the 
children  along  the  shores  of  the  many  bays  of  the  Grand 
Falls  Diocese. 

"A  privilege  Bishop  Penney  bestowed  on  each  of  us 
when  we  first  came  was  that  of  Extra-ordinary  minister  of 
the  Eucharist.  When  the  weather  permits  I  go  out  to  a  cove 
named  'Little  Heart's  Ease,'  and  with  the  people  have  the 
Liturgy  of  the  Word  and  distribute  Holy  Communion. 

"What  better  career  than  that  of  an  S.O.S.,  and  for  the 
grace  of  perseverance  I  say  to  Our  Heavenly  Father,  to 
Jesus  my  Love,  and  the  Holy  Spirit,  my  support  and 
guide,  thank  you!  And  to  my  Community,  also  I  say  thank 
your 


A  Salute  to  Sister  Margaret  Muldoon 
on  her  Golden  Jubilee  by  Audrey  McDonald 

M  y  first  contact  with  Sister  Muldoon  was  about  30 
years  ago  when  I  went  to  live  at  the  Sisters  of  Service 
Residence  in  Montreal.  I  was  14  then  and  thought  I  was 
pretty  grown  up  and  independent. 

My  memories  flash  back  to  those  happy  carefree  days. 
The  times  we  would  keep  Sister  company  in  the  evening 
when  she  was  on  duty!  The  extra  desserts  Sister  would 
tuck  away  in  the  kitchen  for  us  for  our  night  snack.  There 
were  many,  many  other  events  too  numerous  to  relate. 

As  I  think  back,  in  her  quiet  way  Sister  Muldoon,  along 
with  the  other  Sisters  stationed  at  the  Residence  at  that 
time,  provided  a  feeling  of  security  which  all  teenagers 
need,  in  spite  of  their  claim  that  they  can  handle  things 
themselves. 

SISTER        As  I  grew  up  and  eventually  married  a  wonderful  man, 
MARGARET    my  need  for  that  feeling  of  security  was  transferred  to  my 
MULDOON  husband. 
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Over  the  years  our  family  visited  Sister  Muldoon  until 
we  eventually  moved  from  Montreal  and  other  than  an  ex- 
change of  short  Christmas  notes  each  year,  at  least  12 
years  had  passed  since  I  had  seen  Sister  Muldoon. 

In  September  1974  my  husband  died,  the  result  of  a 
tragic  accident.  About  a  month  after  the  accident  I  dis- 
covered I  had  conceived  a  child  a  couple  of  weeks  before 
my  husband's  death.  Due  to  my  past  not-too-famous 
health,  age  41,  and  already  three  children  to  raise  on  my 
own,  it  was  felt  by  most  people  I  should  have  an  abortion. 
We  were  members  of  the  Hamilton  Birthright  Organiza- 
tion so,  of  course,  I  would  not  consider  this.  However, 
Sister  Muldoon  did  not  know  this  and  when  she  heard 
through  the  grapevine  of  my  situation  she  was  quick  to 
write  and  offer  me  hope  and  information  on  where  to  get 
help  so  as  to  carry  on  and  have  this  child,  who  by  the  way 
turned  out  to  be  a  beautiful,  bright  healthy  little  girl. 

One  of  my  most  precious  memories  of  Sister  Muldoon 
is  when  last  summer  while  she  was  in  Toronto  she  made 
it  a  point  to  pay  me  a  visit.  Now  this  was  no  mean  task 
for  someone  who  had  not  been  very  well.  It  involved  three 
different  buses  and  about  2V2  hours  both  ways,  arriving 
at  1 :20  and  starting  the  return  trip  again  at  6  p.m.  I  had 
not  seen  Sister  for  about  12  years  so  this  visit  meant  a 
great  deal  to  me.  At  a  time  in  my  life  when  I  once  again 
needed  moral  support  as  I  had  needed  it  as  a  teenager, 
the  Sisters  were  there,  and  it  has  truly  been  a  great  con- 
solation and  help  to  me.  By  the  effort  Sister  Muldoon, 
along  with  Sister  Tunney  (a  frequent  visitor),  put  forward 
to  come  and  visit  me,  showed  me  they  really  cared! 

I  am  not  the  only  one  whose  life  has  been  much  en- 
riched by  Sister  Muldoon.  During  the  number  of  years 
Sister  has  been  involved  with  her  work  as  a  Sister  of  Ser- 
vice, she  has  quietly  reached  out  and  helped  many.  I  am 
merely  a  drop  in  her  bucket  which  I  know  is  full  of  many 
grateful  souls. 

A  bouquet  of  "thanks"  and  congratulations  on  this  your 
Golden  Jubilee,  Sister  Muldoon,  and  a  wish  that  you  have 
many  more  years  to  share  with  us  all! 

Golden  Threads  of  Gratitude 

I    recall  words  said  to  me  years  ago  by  a  priest,  "Let 
SISTER    fond  gratitude  fill  your  heart  for  everything".  It  is  with 
MAGDALEN    this  thought  in  mind  that  I  relate  some  interesting  points 
BARTON    in  my  life.  Geographical  circumstances  have  provided  the 
time  and  place.  As  I  write  this  I  am  seated  in  the  lounge 
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of  the  Nautica  crossing  from  Port  aux  Basques,  Newfound- 
land, to  North  Sydney,  N.S.,  and  the  heaving  of  the  boat 
encourages  me  to  stay  put  -  and  all  is  peaceful  and  right 
for  reflection. 

My  father  died  during  World  War  I  and  finally  per- 
suaded by  Canadian  Immigration  agents,  mother  and  I 
booked  passage  on  the  S.S.  Empress  of  France  leaving  our 
home  in  England,  on  the  Feast  of  Sts.  Peter  and  Paul,  in 
1920,  for  Toronto. 

After  two  years  of  High  School  I  worked  for  a  drug 
company  with  a  starting  wage  of  $8.00  per  week.  For  four 
years  I  attended  evening  classes  and  obtained  Junior 
Matriculation.  Then  reading  the  "Call  to  Service"  issued 
by  the  Sisters  of  Service  in  the  Catholic  Register  I  con- 
tacted Father  Arthur  Coughlan,  C.Ss.R.,  who  helped  me 
make  the  decision  to  enter  the  Sisters  of  Service;  and  I 
was  accepted  in  1927,  pronouncing  First  Vows  on  August 
15, 1928. 

During  my  50  years  I  have  been  four  years  in  Manitoba; 
24  in  Saskatchewan,  19  in  Alberta  and  three  in  Newfound- 
land. 

In  Camp  Morton,  Manitoba,  the  children  starting  school 
knew  very  little  English.  Remembering  that  a  smile  can 
speak  all  languages  was  very  helpful  and  solved  many  diffi- 
culties. These  poor  people  travelled  from  Galicia  with 
nothing.  We  were  poor  too,  received  $500  a  year,  and  it 
was  not  readily  available.  The  people  were  poor  but  hard 
workers  -  so  we  never  lacked  food  because  our  farmer 
friends  generously  shared  their  garden  produce. 

In  Regina  I  was  sent  to  the  Correspondence  School  of 
Religion.  Most  Rev.  Charles  McGuigan  was  familiar  with 
the  work  of  the  S.O.S.  in  the  Edmonton  Catechetical  work 
and  decided  to  try  this  method  in  Saskatchewan.  In  1934 
we  received  the  names  of  5,000  children  from  the  Chancery 
Office  with  the  request  to  supply  them  with  religious  in- 
structions by  mail.  These  names  had  been  obtained  through 
the  zealous  work  of  the  local  clergy,  sisters  of  other  com- 
munities, and  the  Catholic  Women's  League,  who  had 
been  actively  engaged  in  summer  vacation  schools  in  Sas- 
katchewan. 

These  were  lean  years.  Saskatchewan  was  like  a  desert 
-  grasshoppers  had  taken  over  the  prairies  -  money  was 
scarce.  Thanks  again  for  our  farmer  friends.  We  learned 
to  depend  greatly  on  Divine  Providence  for  our  needs. 
One  day  while  Father  G.  Daly,  CSs.  R.,  was  visiting  us, 
a  sister  collecting  for  an  orphanage  called  on  us  for  a 
donation.  I  remember  saying  to  Father,  "It  is  difficult  to 


refuse  such  a  request."  He  replied,  "How  much  is  there  in 
the  coffers?"  I  replied,  "Well,  all  we  have  in  real  cash  is 
$10.00,  but  since  we  owe  that,  actually  we  have  nothing." 
Father  said  "Give  her  half;  you  will  never  regret  it." 

We  never  did.  Not  long  after  this,  Archbishop  Monahan 
presented  us  with  a  $1,000  cheque.  We  were  speechless! 
Finally  one  sister  ventured  "Your  Excellency,  are  there 
really  three  zeros  there?"  "Yes,  dear  child,"  said  he,  "and 
I  only  wish  there  were  six." 

There  followed  more  years  in  Saskatchewan  in  almost 
parallel  conditions  -  our  wood-pile  had  a  tendency  to  "run 
out"  quickly.  One  sister  dubbed  it  "Gopher  wood";  you 
had  to  "go-fer"  it  rather  often,  until  one  kind  man  noticed 
our  problem  and  made  it  his  concern  to  keep  us  supplied 
with  wood.  Then  there  were  years  at  Sinnett,  Saskatche- 
wan, and  we  had  to  use  a  pre-war  bike  "Speedy"  and  a 
war-time  bike  "Stiffy"  to  get  to  school,  store,  post  office, 
etc.  (No  ten-speed  bikes  then.) 

Following  this  were  19  years  in  Sunny  Alberta,  in  Ed- 
monton, Peace  River  and  Rycroft.  Thanks  to  Father 
Paquin,  O.M.I.,  I  was  able  to  teach  English,  History  and 
French  in  Rycroft.  He  had  his  own  difficulties  with  English 
and  was  therefore  sympathetic  to  my  problem  with  French. 
Rycroft  was  populated  with  people  of  many  nations  - 
Ukrainian,  Croatian,  French,  Irish,  English,  Scottish, 
Polish,  Czechs,  Swedish  and  others.  And  this  mixture  has 
become  welded  into  a  co-operative  community,  where  the 
young  people  want  to  stay  and  develop  it. 

Children  from  all  these  areas,  Manitoba,  Saskatchewan 
and  Alberta,  have  now  matured  and  we  are  proud  to  see 
many  of  them  leaders  in  their  respective  communities,  as 
doctors,  dentists,  lawyers,  politicians,  teachers,  nurses, 
agriculturalists,  and  even  an  inventor. 

Because  of  the  high  achievement  (two  Rhodes  scholars 
in  a  decade)  the  Rycroft  Story  was  started  in  which  I  was 
involved  -  visiting  pioneers  for  information.  Sister  Dulaska 
was  of  great  assistance  as  an  interpreter,  being  fluent  in 
at  least  five  languages. 

Then  in  August  1975  I  answered  a  call  to  service  in  my 
present  assignment  in  Clarenville,  to  help  with  Religious 
Correspondence  in  the  diocese  of  Grand  Falls,  Newfound- 
land, under  Bishop  Penney. 

God  has  blessed  this  latest  mission  which  is  expanding 
and  as  we  say  in  Newfoundland,  "She's  going  good!" 

These  are  but  a  few  of  the  "Golden  Threads"  of  the 
past.  I  am  deeply  grateful  for  all  the  help  from  my  parents, 
Sisters  General,  Superiors  and  many  kind  friends  among 
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the  Hierarchy,  Clergy,  Religious  and  the  laity.  My  personal 
Motto  "Rejoice  in  the  Lord  Always"  seems  to  complete 
my  "Golden  Threads"  and  tie  them  all  together. 

by  Magdalen  Barton,  S.O.S. 


Silver  Jubilarians 

Sister  Isabel  ellis  came  to  Canada  from  Swindon, 
Wiltshire,  England,  and  three  years  later  joined  the  Sisters 
of  Service  on  January  2 1  st,  1951. 

Her  missions  were  in  Winnipeg,  Saskatoon,  Halifax  and 
Vancouver  where  she  worked  in  the  Sisters  of  Service  Re- 
sidences for  Girls;  and  in  Catechetical  work. 

She  has  been  Supervisor  of  Home  Makers  for  Family 
Agencies  in  Vancouver  since  July  1973. 

SISTER  ISABEL  ELLIS 


Sister  Kathleen  allen  entered  the  Sisters  of  Service 
on  January  21st,  1952.  She  was  a  Graduate  Nurse  from 
St.  Joseph's  School  of  Nursing  in  North  Bay,  Ontario. 

Sister's  first  mission  was  St.  John's  Hospital,  in  Edson, 
where  she  served  on  the  nursing  staff  from  August  1954 
to  1962  when  she  was  transferred  to  Our  Lady's  Hospital 
in  Vilna,  where  she  remained  until  December  1970;  the 
last  four  years  serving  as  Administrator. 

While  in  Vilna  Sister  was  a  teacher  on  the  Religious 
Education  Program,  as  well  as  carrying  on  some  home 
visiting.  This  work  she  found  very  interesting  and  enjoy- 
able. 

In  January  1971  Sister  returned  to  Edson  as  Staff  Nurse 
and  in  1973  she  was  appointed  Director  of  Nursing.  Here 
again  she  is  involved  in  the  educational  field,  teaching  in 
the  Accredited  Course  in  Religion  in  the  High  School. 

Plans  are  progressing  on  the  Nursing  Home  project  to 
be  added  to  our  present  fifty-bed  Active  Treatment  Hos- 
pital and  Sister's  duties  include  attending  board  meetings, 
etc.,  where  her  experience  will  be  invaluable. 


During  the  summer  months  her  few  and  far  between 
free  moments  are  mostly  spent  in  the  "berry  patch,"  enjoy- 
ing the  beauties  of  God's  Albertan  nature.  But  she  has  to 
be  alert  to  any  intrusion  on  her  berry  domain  as  she  has 
already  experienced  a  difference  of  opinion  of  ownership 
by  a  not  too  friendly  bear.  But  Sister  was  able  to  outrun 
her  protagonist,  no  doubt  due  to  her  speedy  movements 
on  hospital  territory. 

Sister  Allen  has  always  been  a  great  favorite  of  the  child- 
ren patients  and  relates  a  recent  "boo-boo"  when  taking 
a  nine-year  old  boy  into  the  operating  room  for  the  re- 
moval of  his  appendix.  The  lad  started  to  cry  and  sob  "and 
this  is  my  first  operation"  as  sister  was  pushing  the  stretcher 
with  the  patient  through  the  doors  into  the  O.R.  Without  a 
moment's  thought  or  hesitation  she  said  to  the  boy:  "Oh, 
don't  worry.  This  will  probably  be  your  last."  But  I  believe 
the  young  patient  survived  and  he  and  Sister  Allen  are  the 
best  of  friends. 


Silver  Jubilarian  by  Rita  Patenaude,  S.O.S. 

I  was  born  and  raised  in  Toronto  and  lived  the  first  16 
years  of  my  life  in  Our  Lady  of  Lourdes  Parish  where  I 
first  saw  the  Sisters  of  Service.  It  was  some  years  later,  in 
the  Ottawa  Sisters  of  Service  Girls'  Residence  that  I  met 
Sister  Ella  Deland  and  Sister  Mary  Corke.  The  hospitality 
of  these  and  other  sisters  greatly  facilitated  my  decision  to 
enter  the  Community. 

Most  of  my  twenty-five  years  of  ministry  have  been 
spent  in  our  girls'  residences  in  Ottawa  and  Montreal  doing 
the  kinds  of  things  I  most  enjoy  doing.  Among  these  has 
been  a  ministry  in  music.  For  the  past  5V2  years  I  have 
been  engaged  in  campus  ministry  and  am  presently  a  mem- 
ber of  the  pastoral  team  at  Campion  College,  University 
of  Regina. 

SISTER        In  this  year  of  renewal  I  give  thanks  to  the  Lord  for  the 
RITA    delightful  surprises  and  wonders  he  continues  to  work  in 
PATENAUDE    my  life.  I  anticipate  celebrating  with  my  parents  as  they 
mark  their  50th  Anniversary  of  Marriage. 


When  the  world  has  ceased  to  believe  in  miracles  and  sermons 
it  still  believes  in  charity  " 

Pius  IX  to  Ozanam  and  his  disciples 
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A  Pilgrim  Hits  the  Road 


By  Jacques  Johnson,  O.M.I. 

By  now  you  may  have  already  responded  to  the  plea  of  the  Canadian  Catholic 
Organization  for  Development  and  Peace.  The  following  article  by  Father  Johnson 
may  help  you  to  appreciate  the  plight  of  the  peoples  of  the  developing  countries 
who  are  limited  to  a  very  primitive  lifestyle  and  who  are  lacking  in  many  of  life's 
basic  essentials.  -  Ed. 


One  does  not  tie  down  a  pilgrim  in  one 
place  for  a  very  long  time.  The  news 
that  there  would  be  an  eight-day  break 
at  Thanksgiving  in  late  November,  was 
a  clear  invitation  for  this  pilgrim  to  hit 
the  road.  The  direction:  south.  The  des- 
tination: Sisoguichi,  an  Indian  com- 
munity in  the  mountains  of  Mexico's 
North-West. 

El  Paso,  on  the  Mexican  border,  was 
reached  after  a  felicitous  stop-over 
among  relatives  in  the  Albuquerque  area 
in  New  Mexico.  For  a  number  of  rea- 
sons it  was  decided  that  it  would  be 
wiser  to  leave  the  car  in  El  Paso  and  to 
travel  the  rest  of  the  way  using  the 
Mexican  public  means  of  transporta- 
tion. It  proved  to  be  also  a  money- 
saving  decision.  The  seven-hour  bus 
ride  to  Chihuahua  cost  me  $4.40,  and 


the  five-hour  train  ride  from  Chihuahua 
to  Bocoyna,  12  miles  from  Sisoguichi, 
was  $3.35. 

If  the  bus  and  the  train  travelled  at 
very  decent  speeds,  the  trip  from  Bo- 
coyna to  Sisoguichi  proved  to  be  pain- 
fully slow.  I  started  having  misgivings 
when  I  found  out  that  I  was  the  only 
passenger  getting  off  the  train  in  what 
turned  out  to  be  a  God-forsaken  little 
town.  There  was  no  station,  only  a 
bench  where  I  dropped  my  three  suit- 
cases. 

I  had  given  myself  a  crash  course  in 
Spanish  while  travelling  on  the  bus  and 
train.  I  realized  that  hereon  I  was  on 
my  own  and  that  the  real  test  of  my 
efforts  at  mastering  See  it  and  Say  it  in 
Spanish  by  Margarita  Madrigal  was 
about  to  take  place.  Two  young  girls 


The  town  of  Sisoguichi 


were  standing  by,  eyeing  me  curiously. 
"Como  se  puede  ir  a  Sisoguichi?",  I 
asked.  They  looked  at  one  another  and 
started  giggling.  I  had  flunked  the  test! 

I  considered  my  situation  briefly  and 
felt  that  if  I  were  to  survive,  I  would 
have  to  be  daring.  I  saw  a  pick-up  truck 
down  the  street.  So  I  went  and  knocked 
at  the  door  of  the  house  close  by.  A 
woman  answered:  I  asked  if  there  were 
taxis  in  town.  She  did  not  seem  to  know 
what  I  was  talking  about.  So  I  asked  if 
someone  could  drive  me  to  Sisoguichi. 
She  told  me  her  husband  was  working 
until  four,  but  that  he  might  consider  it 
then.  I  thanked  her  and  headed  for  an- 
other truck  that  had  just  driven  in  close 
by.  When  I  asked  the  men  if  they'd  be 
kind  enough  to  drive  poor  little  me  to 
Sisoguichi  I  understood  more  by  their 
tone  of  voice  than  from  their  actual 
words  their  message:  "No  way!" 

Then  one  suggested  that  I  should  get 
on  the  road  and  stop  any  truck  that  may 
happen  to  come  by.  Soon  I  found  myself 
hitch-hiking  in  the  Sierra  Mountains, 
The  first  large  logging  truck  that  arrived 
stopped,  more  by  curiosity,  I'm  sure, 
than  because  of  genuine  Christian 
charity.  "Como  no?",  the  old  man  sitting 
besides  the  diminutive  and  young  driver 
told  me  when  I  asked  for  a  ride.  Soon 
I  was  sitting  between  the  two  of  them. 

As  soon  as  we  left  we  started  to  be 
bounced  around.  The  trail  we  followed 
was  in  the  worst  condition  one  can 
imagine.  Potholes  and  rocks  threw  us 
all  over  the  cab.  The  12-mile  ride  lasted 
a  painful  60  minutes.  Mercifully  we 
stopped  three  times  to  pick  up  more 
riders,  which  was  hardly  enough  for  me 
to  regain  either  my  breath  or  my  com- 
posure. 

My  co-riders  wanted  to  know  where 
I  was  from.  "En  Canada,  es  mucho  frio, 
no?"  the  older  man  asked.  Yes,  I  as- 
sured him  that  it  was  very  cold  in  my 
country  and  that  we  had  snow  for  six 
months  of  the  year.  He  deeply  felt  for 
me.  He  told  me  that  they  sometimes 
have  up  to  a  foot  of  snow,  but  that  it 
did  not  stay  for  very  long.  Meanwhile 


My  friend  Guadalupe  Reyes  with  his  wife 
and  two  of  their  six  children,  in  a  friend's 
house,  the  mayor  of  the  community. 
They  live  in  a  cave. 


the  driver  assured  me  that  he  was  17 
and  not  13  as  he  much  more  appeared 
to  be. 

A  few  houses  appeared  at  last.  "Siso- 
guichi!", the  old  man  announced.  We 
drove  past  a  lumber  mill  and  entered  a 
dusty  street  with  more  potholes  and  no 
sidewalks.  We  stopped  in  front  of  the 
"maestro's"  house,  but  the  teacher  was 
not  home.  His  nervous  little  wife  told 
me  he  was  away  and  she  sent  one  of  the 
girls  to  get  him.  After  15  minutes,  I 
saw  my  friend,  Guadalupe  Reyes,  last 
seen  in  Rome  two  years  ago  ambling 
down  the  street.  I  went  to  meet  him,  and 
as  I  embraced  the  pure-blooded  Tara- 
humara  Indian,  I  started  relaxing.  I 
knew  that  I  was  home  at  last. 

An  Introduction  to  Sisoguichi 

In  the  Sierra  Mountains  in  North-West 
Mexico  I  visited  a  good  friend,  a  Tara- 
humara  Indian  who  welcomed  me 
warmly  into  his  house.  Two  of  the  suit- 
cases that  I  had  carried  from  Denver, 
Colorado,  were  bulging  with  second- 
hand clothing  and  shoes  I  had  obtained 
from  friends,  and  a  hospital  in  the  Unit- 
ed States.  It  was  a  most  welcomed  gift 
that  the  family  received  with  joy.  Soon, 
some  of  the  children  were  proudly 
walking  around  with  shoes  on  their  feet. 
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I  was  given  a  tour  of  the  town  whose 
population  must  have  been  under  2,000. 
To  my  considerable  surprise  I  discover- 
ed that  it  was  the  seat  of  a  bishop,  that 
a  community  of  several  Jesuit  priests 
and  brothers  had  their  missionary  head- 
quarters there  from  which  they  would 
minister  to  a  few  dozen  communities  in 
the  region.  Four  Marist  brothers  were 
running  a  minor  seminary  with  about 
70  boys.  There  were  also  three  com- 
munities of  nuns,  one  running  a  hos- 
pital, another  a  school,  and  a  third  were 
cloistered  contemplatives. 

A  room  had  been  prepared  for  me  at 
the  Jesuits  who  welcomed  me  very 
warmly,  insisting  that  their  house  was 
truly  mine  and  that  I  should  feel  com- 
pletely at  home.  I  did.  I  visited  a  once- 
thriving  shoe  factory  that  a  brother, 
aged  80,  had  founded  and  operated  for 
many  decades.  Animal  pelts  were  still 
being  treated  to  become  leather  from 
which  shoes  would  be  made.  I  was 
astounded  when  the  brother  told  me 
that  he  had  been  in  Sisoguichi  for  55 
years,  and  that  he  had  never  visited  even 
the  closest  towns  or  communities  in  all 
these  years.  He  radiated  much  peace, 
however,  and  had  a  beautiful  sense  of 
humor. 

My  friend  Guadalupe  invited  me  to 
have  supper  at  his  home.  He  directed 
me  to  the  bedroom  which  also  served 
as  the  living  room  and  the  kitchen.  Be- 
sides, the  bed  was  also  the  most  com- 
fortable place  to  sit  in  the  house.  In  one 
corner,  an  older  girl  was  cooking  tor- 
tillas on  a  small  wood  stove  which  also 
gave  off  welcomed  warmth  as  it  became 
quite  cold  when  the  sun  was  down.  The 
mother  who  was  openly  nursing  a  six- 
month  healthy  looking  baby  at  the  breast 
was  directing  operations  and  busying 
herself  with  the  cooking. 

I  was  introduced  to  an  elderly  couple 
who  came  in.  They  were  the  parents  of 
Matilda,  Guadalupe's  wife.  Soon  came 
cousins  and  nephews  and  nieces  who 
seemed  very  friendly  and  with  whom  I 
gladly  shook  hands. 


Joy  and  Celebration 

When  supper  time  came  there  were  only 
four  plates  on  the  table  as  the  Grand- 
parents sat  with  Guadalupe  and  myself. 
There  was  an  atmosphere  of  joy  and 
celebration,  and  my  Spanish-French 
pocket  dictionary  came  in  quite  handy. 
When  I  couldn't  understand  a  word, 
they  would  try  in  turn  to  explain  to  me 
what  it  meant  and  everybody  enjoyed 
the  situation  very  much,  including  my- 
self. 

Besides  tortillas  we  had  some  slices 
of  fried  pork  and  fried  potatoes.  That 
was  followed  by  delicious  re-cooked 
beans  and  rice.  The  pork,  I  was  to  dis- 
cover, was  the  only  meat  I  ate  in  four 
days.  The  staple  of  the  people  is  mostly 
made  up  of  corn,  beans  and  rice.  In  the 
"rancheros,"  or  small  country  com- 
munities, people  have  even  less  to  eat. 
Their  diets  for  weeks  on  end  will  con- 
sist daily  of  two  meals  of  pinole,  which 
is  made  of  roasted  dry  and  ground  corn 
mixed  with  water.  That  has  often  been 
the  diet  of  that  family,  but  tonight  was 
a  special  occasion,  and  only  some 
money  that  I  had  brought  them  from 
Canadian  benefactors  was  making  this 
feast  possible. 

After  we  had  eaten,  the  children  were 
given  some  food,  and  like  some  mothers 
I  know,  Matilda  was  the  last  one  to  eat, 
and  she  made  do  with  whatever  was  left 
over. 

A  couple  of  other  times  I  shared 
meals  with  the  family.  Guadalupe  apolo- 
gized for  not  having  meat  to  offer  me. 
It  was  very  rare  and  very  expensive,  he 
explained.  I  assured  him  that  I  did  not 
miss  the  meat  at  all,  and  indeed  I  did 
not.  I  ate  very  well  at  his  place  as  I  did 
at  the  Jesuits'  even  though  there  was 
less  to  eat,  and  a  lesser  variety  of  food. 
I  thought  as  to  how  I  overate  in  the  past, 
and  how  I  did  not  feel  as  well  as  I  do 
now.  I  also  felt  that  the  over-abundance 
of  food  in  Canada  should  somehow  be 
shared  more  equitably  with  the  likes  of 
Guadalupe's  family. 

To  be  continued 
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CORRESPONDENCE 


Synods,  institutes,  conferences,  staff 
room  buzzes,  keep  coming  up  with  the 
cry:  "We  need  adult  education!  We  in- 
struct the  children  in  schools,  and 
parish  schools  of  religion;  they  return 
to  homes  devoid  of  faith  or  practice. 
So  we  must  educate  the  parents,  and 
the  children  will  fall  natural  heirs  to 
the  faith  practice!  But  where  do  we 
begin?" 

Nostalgically  many  recall  the  trim- 
mins'  on  the  rosary,  rosary  crusades, 
family  rosary.  The  days  of  family  pray- 
er seem  lost  in  a  whirlwind  of  activi- 
ties. There  are  families  where  the 
rosary  is  still  said,  and  there  is  no 
better  family  prayer.  Meditating  on  the 
mysteries  brings  to  life  the  event  on 
which  we  base  our  faith.  J.  Neville 
Ward  in  Five  For  Sorrow  -  Ten  For 
Joy,  says  of  the  rosary,  ".  .  .  we  pray 
within  the  fabulous  community  of 
faith,  live  within  it .  .  .  owe  more  than 
we  know  to  it . . ."  In  the  rush  of  hock- 
ey schools,  and  ballet  practise,  what 
can  we  do  to  make  such  precious  mo- 
ments of  family  prayer  available  again 
to  our  children? 

Today  we  are  becoming  more 
aware  of  the  needs  of  a  group  form- 
erly neglected,  the  physically  and/or 
mentally  handicapped  people  in  our 
midst.  Teachers,  and  mechanical  aids 


are  now,  in  most  instances,  preparing 
handicapped  persons  to  take  their 
place  in  society.  Small  beginnings 
have  been  made  toward  their  spiritual 
growth. 

Across  Canada  something  is  hap- 
pening of  which  many  people  are  un- 
aware. Like  green  spears  of  new 
grass,  and  yellow  crocuses  unfolding 
in  spring,  voices  are  rising  from  the 
prairie,  voices  are  rising  out  of  the 
eastern  fog,  cascading  down  the 
mountains.  "We  all  enjoyed  the  cele- 
bration." "When  we  recreate  through 
the  celebration  given  in  the  lesson, 
the  children  understand  their  lesson 
so  much  better."  "Our  celebration 
meal  was  a  simple,  joyful  occasion.  It 
was  helpful  to  the  children's  under- 
standing of  the  celebration  of  the  Eu- 
charist." "I  was  sick  for  a  few  days, 
Mom  and  Dad,  and  my  brothers  and 
sisters  came  into  my  bedroom.  Dad 
read,  Mom  said  the  prayers,  and  Dad 
gave  me  my  Good  News  Book."  Par- 
ents and  students  are  experiencing 
prayerful  family  celebrations  through 
carrying  out  the  projects  in  the  Cor- 
respondence School  of  Religious  les- 
sons. 

And  they  continue:  "We  did  the  for- 
giveness celebration.  I  feel  in  doing 
this  together  it  helped  all  of  us  under- 


f  An  expert  is  a  person  who  knows  everything  about  something 
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Sisters  Anna  Coughlin,  Rosemarie  Jansen, 
Irene  Profit,  Celestine  Reinhardt,  lona 
Tough,  Margaret  Morgan:  Cartoon  on 
"my  future"  brings  howls. 


Sister  Irene  Tough,  Mora,  and  her 
mother. 


Sisters  Irene  Profit,  Anna  Coughlin, 
Celestine  Reinhardt:  "Here's  one  more" 
. . .  "The  mail  is  ready  -  hurry  up!"  . . . 
"You  can  wait  for  this  one." 


Sisters  Mary  Corke,  Irene  Profit,  Margaret 
Morgan,  Celestine  Reinhardt,  pause  to 
enjoy  an  account  of  a  celebration. 
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stand  why  we  feel  angry  with  each 
other.  To  forgive  and  keep  trying  is 
what  we  must  do."  Families  together 
in  prayer  learn  through  a  family  pen- 
ance celebration. 

"Since  I  have  been  doing  the  les- 
sons and  the  celebrations  with  the 
children,  it  is  amazing  how  I  relate  my 
daily  living  with  Jesus.  When  there  are 
chores  to  be  done  which  we  do  not 
like,  we  remember  what  Jesus  did 
for  us  -  this  goes  for  the  whole  family, 
myself  and  my  husband  included." 
"Doing  the  correspondence  lessons 
has  been  most  helpful  to  me  as  well 
as  the  children.  I  have  a  clearer  un- 
derstanding of  how  Jesus  lived,  how 
He  wants  me  to  live.  The  most  won- 
derful thing  is  that  we  have  learned 
together!"  "We  do  the  celebrations 
as  a  family."  "When  I  was  studying 
my  religion,  we  seemed  to  learn  so 
much  about  God  as  All-knowing.  As  I 
help  my  little  son,  I  also  grow  to  know 
God  as  a  loving  Father,  rather  than  as 
a  judge."  Here  basic  adult  education 
and  family  prayer  are  taking  place. 
The  above  are  all  quotes  from  parents 
and  students  receiving  religious  in- 
struction by  correspondence. 

Adults  interested  in  entering  the 
family  of  Christ,  yet  not  ready  to  com- 
mit themselves  to  classes  or  individ- 
ual instruction,  are  following  the  Cor- 
respondence Courses, searching  from 
behind  the  scene.  Teens  finding  them- 
selves in  a  Catholic  milieu  for  the  first 
time,  discover  instruction  in  their  faith 
by  correspondence  assists  them  in 
taking  their  place  without  embarrass- 
ment. 

Mora  Steiner  is  a  beautiful,  bright, 
intelligent  child  who  does  not  walk, 
and  who  can  say  only  a  few  simple 
words.  Mora  is  preparing  to  receive 
the  Eucharist.  Using  the  Correspond- 
ence Lessons  and  the  text,  her  par- 
ents  are   instructing    her  through 


Blissymbolics.  A  cerebral  palsy  child, 
Mora's  inability  even  to  point  to  the 
symbol  called  forth  the  initiative  and 
creativity  of  teachers  and  family. 
Mora  is  eight  years  old  and,  with  the 
assistance  of  the  Correspondence 
Course,  her  parents  will  be  able  to  in- 
struct her  in  her  faith. 

Valerie  is  also  a  happy,  intelligent 
child  attending  a  special  school.  This 
year  her  parents  heard  of  the  corres- 
pondence courses.  Valerie  has  a 
new  interest,  a  new  friend  in  her 
teacher,  a  new  love  in  Christ.  These 
are  only  two  of  many  examples  of  Cor- 
respondence Lessons  being  used  to 
instruct  handicapped  children  in  their 
homes. 

There  are  booklets  written  on  Fam- 
ily Prayer  Projects,  in  general,  and 
for  particular  times  of  the  Liturgical 
year,  Advent,  Lent,  Eastertide.  Birth- 
days and  baptismal  days  are  ready 
made  situations  for  a  prayer  celebra- 
tion. If  we  are  concerned  about  adult 
education,  about  our  handicapped, 
about  the  lack  of  family  prayer,  let  us 
begin  by  enriching  family  events  with 
Christian  symbols  and  prayer.  Most  of 
our  Canadian  dioceses  have  Corres- 
pondence Schools  bringing  the  Good 
News  to  hundreds  of  children,  to  shy 
adults,  to  embarrassed  'teens,  and 
special  people.  In  your  religious 
goods  store  or  bookshop,  you  will  find 
inexpensive  booklets  on  family  prayer 
celebrations,  or  create  your  own  -  a 
candle,  a  short  reading  from  Scrip- 
ture, a  prayer,  a  song  -  could  make 
one  day  each  week  a  very  special 
family  day. 

Some  of  the  Sisters  in  the  Regina 
Correspondence  School  have  spent 
many  years  in  this  apostolate,  for  oth- 
ers it  is  a  new  experience,  for  all  it  is 
a  joyful,  rewarding  experience  - 
sometimes  a  hilarious  experience. 

-  Mary  Corke,  S.O.S. 


U  Beautiful  flowers  fade  but  blooming  idiots  live  on  forever 
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ito  Hemoriam 


SISTER  CAROLYN  ALBURY 

On  February  5th,  Sister  Carolyn  Albury 
in  the  48th  year  of  her  Religious  life, 
died  at  the  Sisters  of  Service  Residence 
in  St.  Catharines.  She  was  the  daughter 
of  the  late  William  and  Jermina  Albury, 
and  sister  of  Msgr.  Carl  Albury,  of 
Victoria,  B.C. 

Father  T.  Horvath,  S.J.,  celebrated 
the  Funeral  Mass  in  the  Motherhouse 
Chapel  at  10  Montcrest  Blvd.,  Toronto, 
at  1:30  p.m.,  on  the  8th  February,  Ash 
Wednesday,  followed  by  interment  in 
Mount  Hope  Cemetery. 

In  his  homily  Father  Horvath  spoke 
of  the  "receiving  of  ashes"  and  the  asso- 
ciation with  death,  saying,  in  part:  "Re- 
ceiving of  ashes  is  a  confession  of  Sin. 
We  are  ready  to  accept  the  misery  which 
is  to  come."  "We  are  all  going  back  to 
whence  we  came.  That  is  Carolyn's 
message  to  us  today."  .  .  .  Her  death  is 
also  the  witness  of  the  death  of  Our 
Lord  Jesus  Christ.  His  death  becomes  an 
instrument  of  salvation,  the  beginning 
of  the  Resurrection." 

I  am  quoting  below  an  excerpt  of 
what  Sister  Ella  Zink  wrote  of  Sister 
Albury  in  the  Field  at  Home,  in  1972, 
as  her  contribution  to  the  Sisters  of  Ser- 
vice is  immeasurable  and  like  a  pebble 
flung  into  the  ocean  wakening  ripples 
that  will  last  till  Eternity,  and  who 
knows  where  such  good  deeds  end. 

"When  Sister  Albury  left  her  native 
Nassau  in  the  Bahamas  for  Canada  and, 
unknowingly  at  the  time,  the  life  of  a 
Sister  of  Service,  she  was  a  working 
reporter  on  a  Nassau  newspaper.  One 
can  almost  see  the  gleam  in  Father 
Daly's  eye  when  he  saw  an  experienced 
newspaper  woman  enter  the  Com- 
munity. The  gleam  in  the  eye  was  trans- 
lated into  an  editorial  assignment  when 
in  1932  Sister  Albury  became  editor  of 
The  Field  at  Home  and  remained  in  that 
post  until  the  Fall  of  1954. 


"During  this  time  Sister  Albury  serv- 
ed for  many  years  as  superior  of  the 
Motherhouse  and  a  member  of  the  Gen- 
eral Council.  She  directed  the  Mother- 
house  and  Novitiate  choirs  during  the 
years  when  High  Masses  were  the  order 
of  the  day  and  our  choirs  sang  mostly 
the  beautiful  Gregorian  chant  which,  to 
be  beautiful,  required  much  time  and 
practice. 

"We  owe  a  great  debt  of  gratitude  to 
Sister  Albury  for  her  devotion  to  the 
magazine.  Her  contribution  has  perhaps 
been  taken  for  granted.  Probably  the 
greatest  tribute  we  can  pay  her  is  to  re- 
call that,  despite  her  editorial  duties, 
her  work  as  a  General  Councillor  and 
General  Secretary,  and  her  role  as 
superior  of  the  Motherhouse,  the  sisters, 
whom  I  know,  who  had  her  as  superior 
were  unanimous  in  saying:  'Sister  Al- 
bury was  one  of  the  kindest,  most  under- 
standing superiors." 
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MRS.  DORA  "PAT"  HINDLE 

Mrs.  Dora  "Pat"  Hindle,  wife  of  Fred 
Hindle,  died  on  January  5th  at  the  age 
of  87  years,  in  the  Youville  Home  in 
St.  Albert. 

On  the  arrival  of  the  Sisters  of  Service 
in  Edson,  in  October  1926,  Pat  became 
involved  in  helping  the  Sisters  to  settle 
in  the  old  abandoned  Lady  Minto  Hos- 
pital. 

Pat  and  Fred  have  been  faithful  bene- 
factors ever  since  and  as  such  share  in 
the  Masses  said  for  all  our  benefactors, 
living  and  dead,  on  the  2nd  day  of  each 
month  at  the  Motherhouse  in  Toronto; 
and  on  specified  dates  each  month  on 
all  our  missions  for  this  intention. 

SISTER  JOSEPHINE  DULASKA 

1933-  1978 

On  February  18th  Sister  Josephine 
Dulaska  died  in  her  sleep,  at  our  Hospi- 
tality House  in  Edmonton.  Sister  was 
born  in  Rochester,  Alberta,  the  daughter 
of  Mrs.  Fevronia  and  the  late  Mr.  An- 
thony Dulaska. 

Sister  Dulaska's  life  was  one  of  dedi- 
cation to  immigration  work  at  the  Ports 
of  Halifax,  Quebec  City  and  Montreal; 
also  at  the  Girls'  Residences  in  the  Port 
cities,  nursing  in  Edson,  and  in  Ry croft 
visiting  non-English  speaking  New  Cana- 
dians. She  let  this  generosity  carry  over 
into  her  life  with  the  Sisters  with  whom 
she  lived.  She  gave  of  herself  and  was 
always  ready  to  lend  a  helping  hand.  I 
know  because  I  lived  with  Sister  both  in 
Montreal  and  Edson,  where  her  selfless- 
ness was  a  dominant  characteristic.  She 
exemplified  the  words  of  St.  Paul,  "to  be 
all  to  all." 

In  a  letter  to  Father  George  Daly, 
C.Ss.R.,  Archbishop  A.  Sinnott  of  Win- 
nipeg, wrote: 

"To  train  to  Canadian  citizenship  and 
instil  the  principles  upon  which  our  so- 
cial order  is  established,  we  must  have 
some  one  who  will  bridge  for  the  New 
Canadians  the  chasm  between  present 
environment  and  old-world  conditions. 


The  Sisters  of  Service,  as  an  organiza- 
tion, are  admirably  adapted  for  this 
work.  Each  member  is  particularly  train- 
ed for  it,  and  each  brings  to  the  task  the 
sympathy,  the  unselfishness,  the  devo- 
tion, the  patriotism  and  the  reverence 
for  God  and  religion,  that  are  the  requi- 
sites for  success." 

Sister  Dulaska's  fluency  in  several  lan- 
guages is  one  of  the  many  qualities  which 
made  here  admirably  suited  to  the  Port 
work  at  which  she  spent  most  of  her 
forty-five  years  as  a  religious. 

Father  John  Spicer,  C.Ss.R.,  concele- 
brated  the  funeral  Mass  with  Archbishop 
A.  Jordan,  O.M.I.,  Fathers  C.  Landri- 
gan,  J.  Holland  and  J.  Hesse,  at  St. 
Joseph's  Cathedral  in  Edmonton,  on  Feb- 
ruary 23rd.  Sister  Mary  MacDougall  was 
organist  while  the  S.O.S.  choir  and 
friends  joined  in  the  singing  at  Mass.  In- 
terment took  place  in  the  S.O.S.  plot  in 
St.  Joachim's  Cemetary,  Edmonton. 

Also  present  in  the  sanctuary  were 
Bishop  H.  Gouthier,  O.M.I.,  and  Father 
W.  Fitzgerald. 

To  Sister's  mother  and  her  only  sur- 
viving brother,  Frank,  we  offer  our  sin- 
cere sympathy.  May  her  soul  rest  in 
peace.  -Evelyn  Tunney,  S.O.S. 


17 


S.O.S.  Involvement 
With  O.H.C.  and  the 
High  Park  Y.M.C.A. 

by  Anne  Johnson,  S.O.S. 

High  Park  Avenue  takes  its  name  from 
beautiful  High  Park  situated  south  of 
Bloor  Street  in  West  Toronto. 

When  high  rise  buildings  began  to 
appear  an  Ontario  Housing  Corporation 
building  was  erected  on  High  Park  Ave- 
nue. The  whole  idea  of  an  O.H.C.  build- 
ing (subsidized)  stirred  up  some  resi- 
dents of  the  Cadillac-Fairview  (luxury) 
high  rise  directly  across  the  street.  The 
concern  generated  from  fear  that  per- 
haps their  neighborhood  wouldn't  be 
quite  the  same  again! 

I  work  at  the  Ontario  Housing  build- 
ing at  100  High  Park.  Most  of  the  450 
units  are  occupied  by  senior  citizens.  It 
is  fair  to  say  that  they  worked  and  saved 
supporting  themselves,  until  such  time 
they  could  no  longer  maintain  them- 
selves in  their  own  homes. 

Through  the  services  jointly  sponsor- 
ed by  the  O.H.C.  and  the  High  Park 
Y.M.C.A.,  the  residents  can  enjoy  their 
retirement  and  live  meaningful  lives. 

I  like  to  think  of  the  different  things 
I  have  been  asked  to  do.  I  put  up  Christ- 
mas decorations  in  November  -  "In  case 
you  would  be  busy  later  on."  One  of 
the  residents  who  is  82  was  "taking  on 
a  meeting"  at  her  parish  church.  It  was 
customary  for  the  speaker  to  provide 
the  refreshments.  Sandwiches  were  sug- 
gested. It  was  thought  there  would  be 
about  100  but  the  night  was  stormy  and 
60  attended.  The  highlight  of  the  lunch 
was  the  lemon  tarts  which  were  also  re- 
quested. These  I  made  and  packed  for 
transportation.  "They  were  a  great  suc- 
cess," the  lady  said,  "and  they  travelled 
well." 

All  services  to  the  residents  are  with- 
out charge.  An  entry  in  the  monthly 
publication,  The  Digest,  reads:  "Do  you 


need  a  ride  to  the  doctor,  clinic,  hos- 
pital, shopping,  bank,  etc.?  A  telephone 
call  is  all  that  is  needed  to  make  the 
arrangement."  In  one  month  60  seniors 
took  advantage  of  this  service. 

Although  while  the  majority  of  the 
residents  are  senior  citizens,  there  are 
others  with  specific  personal  handicaps 
who  also  are  eligible  for  service.  Such 
are:  the  young  mother  with  a  degenera- 
tive condition  who  is  in  a  wheel  chair; 
again  a  young  mother,  a  deaf  mute,  with 
a  young  son.  These  two  are  taken  to 
the  Day  Care  Centre  each  morning  and 
returned  home  after  lunch.  Our  service 
extends  to  persons  of  all  ages.  The  needs 
of  the  children  are  also  considered  so 
that  their  experiences  are  not  restricted 
by  their  parents'  handicap.  Another  ex- 
ample is  a  middle-aged  male  para- 
plegic. He  requires  the  services  of  a 
Public  Health  Nurse,  a  homemaker 
three  times  a  week  and  our  service  for 
some  driving  and  visiting.  These  services 
are  all  available  in  order  to  keep  this 
person  in  a  setting  which  is  familiar  to 
him,  and  is  home. 

At  this  point  I  would  like  to  mention 
the  brown  car.  It  is  a  '75  Dodge  Dart 
with  29,000  miles  in  the  service  of 
people.  This  car  is  the  property  of  the 
Community  of  the  Sisters  of  Service; 
but  on  loan  for  this  project.  When  I'm 
not  driving,  it  sits  on  the  parking  lot 
in  front  of  "100".  The  residents  know 
this  car  and  to  them  it  is  a  symbol  of 
hope  and  expectation. 

After  seven  years  the  landscaping 
surrounding  the  building  is  fitting.  The 
flowers  change  with  the  seasons.  The 
grass  is  green  in  summer  and  the  snow 
is  plowed  in  winter.  There  is  activity 
and  friendship  in  the  recreation  lounge. 
The  residents  like  to  tell  me  that  they 
have  been  in  the  building  since  it  was 
opened. 

Cadillac-Fairview  and  O.H.C.  have 
become  good  neighbors.  There  is  a 
grocery  store  in  the  building  across  the 
street  and  judging  from  the  trekking 
back  and  forth  I  would  say  they  help 
to  keep  Cadillac-Fairview  in  business! 
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This  story  began  in  Halifax  and  is  con- 
tinuing in  the  North  Peace  River  dis- 
trict, Manning,  Alberta. 

In  1959  Professor  Julius  Zarand,  an 
Austro-Hungarian  artist,  was  on  the 
staff  at  St.  Mary's  University,  Halifax. 
Soon  after  my  arrival  at  our  Tobin 
Street  Residence  in  that  city  I  enrolled 
in  Professor  Zarand's  semi-weekly 
classes  for  adults.  We  studied  Portrai- 
ture on  Wednesday  evenings  and  Still 
Life  on  Saturday  afternoons.  Our  me- 
dium was  a  matter  of  choice.  I  went 
from  charcoal  to  pastels  to  oils.  I  at- 
tended Mr.  Zarand's  classes  for  two 
years  before  coming  to  Manning. 

Arts  in  the 
Peace  Region 

By  Anne  Green,  S.O.S. 

Here  I  missed  the  companionship  of 
painters.  Then  Mrs.  Allen  decided  on 
oil  painting  as  a  hobby  and  came  to  see 
me  with  two  of  her  friends.  We  arrang- 
ed to  meet  every  Wednesday  evening  in 
our  large  basement  room  which  was 
easily  converted  into  a  studio.  Thus  was 
formed  Art  Group  One. 

During  the  following  years  many 
women  and  girls  were  introduced  to  oil 
painting.  When  some  moved  from  town 
they  were  replaced  by  others  so  it  has 
been  an  ongoing  project  over  the  years. 

We  arranged  our  first  showing  as  a 
Centennial  contribution  and  donated  the 
proceeds  to  the  new  library.  The  fol- 
lowing year  our  showing  was  in  aid  of 
the  Hospital  Auxiliary.  Since  then  we 
have  submitted  paintings  to  the  Regional 


Sisters'  Residence,  Manning 


An  art  display  by  Art  Group  One, 
Manning.  From  the  proceeds  we  donated 
$200  to  the  Centennial  Library. 


A  student  at  work. 


Arts  Festival  and  occasionally  to  the 
Prairie  Art  Gallery. 

The  Peace  Region  Fine  Arts  Society 
(Headquarters  at  Grande  Prairie)  was 
incorporated  in  1974  and  for  two  years 
I  attended  the  executive  meetings  which 
were  held  in  rotation  at  different  points 
in  the  Peace  River  area.  The  Festival  is 
always  held  in  early  fall  and  includes 
painting,  ceramics,  photography,  drama 
and  music.  Some  of  our  Manning  paint- 
ers are  also  involved  in  ceramics.  The 
classes  are  held  in  a  downtown  studio. 
This  year  Mrs.  Katie  Dillman  is  in 
charge  of  the  Pottery  Course. 

Our  art  work  has  cut  across  religious 
lines  and  is  completely  ecumenical.  It  is 
striking  how  a  common  interest  binds 
people  together  especially  when  it  is  not 
solely  material  but  consists  in  the  crea- 
tion of  beauty  and  the  uplifting  of  cul- 
tural standards. 


Sister  Green's  painting  in  Sister's  studio. 


A  raffle  win  from  our  art  display. 


FREEDOM 

/  see  a  field  of  golden  wheat 
Blowing  gently  in  the  breeze 
Not  a  worry,  not  a  care 
Yet  so  beautiful  -  so  fair. 

I  hear  the  rustling  of  the  wheat 

The  cricket's  humming 

To  the  wind's  beat. 

I  look  up  at  the  enormous  sky 

Watch  the  birds  winging  by  - 

For  all  these  things  - 
So  lovely  -  so  free 
Dear  God 
I  thank  Thee. 

-  Dale  Cameron 
Course  VII,  Regina,  1977 


MY  PSALM 

Help  me  Lord,  to  be  less  selfish 
To  think  more  of  the  needs  of 

others 
And  less  of  myself. 

Help  me  to  open  my  heart  with 

joy  and  goodness 
So  that  I  might  find  my  way  to 

heaven 
And  to  your  heart,  Lord. 

-  Dale  Cameron 
Course  VIII,  Regina,  1978 
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Sisters  of  Service 


RELIGIOUS 
CONSECRATION 

"The  Son  of  Man  has  come  not  to  be  served 
by  others,  but  to  serve,  to  give  his  own  life 
as  a  ransom  for  many." 

Mt.  20:28 

Sisters  of  Service  strive  to  be  aware  that  the 
Lord  calls,  draws,  takes  possession  of  and 
consecrates  those  whom  He  has  chosen. 

"I  HAVE  CHOSEN  YOU" 

If  our  service  is  to  accomplish  what  God  asks 
us  to  do  for  His  glory,  it  requires  of  each 
Sister  a  docility  to  the  Spirit  and  the  Institute,  as 
discerned  through  the  needs  of  persons  and 
the  mission  the  Church  has  given  to  our 
particular  community. 
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MOST  REVEREND  PHILIP  F.  POCOCK 

The  Sisters  of  Service  wish  to  express 
gratitude  for  the  interest  and  many 
services  extended  to  our  community  by 
our  good  friend  Archbishop  Philip  F. 
Pocock,  especially  the  many  years  he 
has  served  in  Saskatoon,  Winnipeg  and 
Toronto. 

It  would  not  be  easy  to  forget  his 
friendship  and  encouragement  through 
the  years  and  we  can  assure  him  of  a 
remembrance  in  our  prayers  and  wish 
him  many  years  of  continued  service 
to  the  Church. 


HIS  GRACE  ARCHBISHOP 
G.  EMMETT  CARTER 

to  whom  we  offer  our  sincere  good 
wishes  as  Archbishop  of  Toronto  and 
wish  him  many  years  of  fruitful  service 
for  the  greater  glory  of  God  and 
His  Church. 

As  Archbishop  of  Toronto  Archbishop 
Carter  is  the  Ecclesiastical  Superior 
of  the  Institute  of  the  Sisters  of  Service. 

"Sacerdos  et  Pontifex,  et  virtutum 
opifex,  pastor  bone  in  populo; 
Sic  placuisti  DoYnino." 


Vatican  Antiphonal 


Sister  Helen  Hayes 


In  March  1978,  Sister  Helen  Hayes  was 
re-elected  as  Sister  General  of  the  Sisters 
of  Service  of  Canada,  by  a  vote  of  the 
whole  community,  for  a  second  term  of 
four  years. 

In  July  1978,  the  Ninth  Chapter  of 
Elections  will  convene,  at  which  time  four 
Councillors  will  be  elected  to  the  General 
Council  for  a  term  of  four  years. 


Following  the  Chapter  of  Elections,  Conleth  Overman,  CP.  of  the 
Passionist  Leadership  Institute  of  Cincinnati,  will  conduct  a  Workshop  to 
prepare  for  an  Open  Chapter  of  Affairs.  The  purpose  of  the  workshop  is 
to  impart  the  understanding  and  skill  necessary  for  conducting  chapters 
that  will  meet  religious,  congregational  needs  today.  In  the  words  of 
Cardinal  Eduardo  Pironio,  Prefect  of  the  Sacred  Congregation  for 
Religious :  "The  celebration  of  a  Chapter  concerns  in  the  first  place  the 
whole  Church.  It  is  an  ecclesial  event,  even  if  the  Congregation  is  a  small 
one  and  not  extended  all  over  the  world.  Consequently  it  concerns  all 
people.  It  is  a  salvific  event.  A  Chapter  is  always  a  paschal  celebration." 

This  assembly  will  be  held  at  the  Scarborough  Mission  Centre, 
2685  Kingston  Road,  commencing  the  evening  of  July  7,  1 978.  A  vote 
of  the  total  Community  changed  the  policy  of  having  delegates.  For  this 
Chapter  of  Elections  and  Workshop  any  member  of  the  Community 
is  free  to  attend  and  will  have  a  vote  for  the  Councillors.  Seventy  Sisters 
of  Service  will  be  in  attendance.  "Every  Chapter  must  leave  a  sensation  of 
freshness  in  the  Church,  a  good  dose  of  pascal  optimism."  (Cardinal 
Eduardo  Pirionio) .  A  Chapter  is  not  a  superficial  gathering  or  a  short 
lived  revision  of  life. 

Leadership  falls  into  the  category  of  ministries.  The  ministry  of  listening 
and  offering  is  a  priority  with  Sister  Hayes  as  she  continues  in  the 
capacity  of  Sister  General.  This  Chapter  of  Affairs  will  allow  for  both 
when  the  Sisters  gather  to  renew  the  spirit  of  their  vocation  and  their 
motto  which  is  that  of  the  Son  Jesus:  "I  Have  Come  to  Serve." 
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ARCHDIOCESE  OF  TORONTO 
CHANCERY  OFFICE 

55  GOULD  STREET 
TORONTO,  CANADA, 
M5B  1G1 


May  5,  1978. 


Sister  Helen  Hayes,    Sister  General, 
Sisters  of  Service, 
10  Montcrest  Blvd., 
Toronto,  Ontario. 

Dear  Sister  Hayes: 

First  of  all,  let  me  express  to  you  my  congratulations  and 
my  satisfaction  on  your  re-election  as  Sister  General.  The  Congregation 
has  been  and  will  be  in  good  hands. 

By  this  time  you  know  of  my  resignation  as  Archbishop  of 
Toronto  and  of  the  appointment  of  His  Grace  Archbishop-elect  G.  Emmett 
Carter  as  my  successor. 

I  shall  therefore  place  your  letter  in  his  hands  on  his  arrival 
in  Toronto  on  June  5th.  I  am  sure  that  he  will  be  interested  in  meeting  you 
on  the  occasion  of  your  Assembly  if  that  is  possible. 

Having  given  up  my  responsibility  towards  the  Sisters  of 
Service  I  do  wish  to  express  to  you  and  all  the  Sisters  my  deep  gratitude  for 
your  devoted  services  to  the  Church  here  in  Toronto  and  across  Canada.  In 
Saskatoon,  Winnipeg  and  Toronto  you  have  been  to  me  a  source  of  consolation 
and  edification.  Please  continue  to  keep  me  in  your  prayers. 

May  God  bless  you  and  your  Community  with  His  grace  and 
His  love  and  enable  you  to  extend  your  invaluable  service  to  the  Church  in  the 
years  to  come. 

Yours  devotedly  in  Christ, 


from  the 


POT-POURRI 

Somehow  I  always  associated  the  word  "pot-pourri"  as  something  to  eat  but  in 
the  new  edition  of  Webster's  the  word  is  defined  as  a  mixture  of  sweet-scented 
materials,  chiefly  dried  petals;  a  selection  of  tunes  strung  together;  a  literary 
production  of  unconnected  parts.  Perhaps  "unconnected  parts"  would  best 
describe  this  editorial. 

My  first  thought  was  to  write  something  on  the  summer  theme  but  at  the  time 
of  writing  it's  still  around  the  corner.  What  corner?  -  that  is  the  question!  But 
weather  or  whether,  like  taxes  -  life  goes  on  and  summer-related  topics  such 
as  Graduation,  Canada  Day,  Father's  Day,  vacation,  etc.,  in  spite  of  the  ele- 
ments, will  happen. 

CANADA  DAY  Let  us  all  reassess  our  allegiance  to  a  United  Canada.  Ac- 
cording to  Arthur  Beauchesne,  C.M.G.,  it  was  only  after  a  century  of  internal 
strife  caused  by  racial  dissentions,  abusive  authority  and  lack  of  an  effective 
parliament,  that  Confederation  was  the  fourth  attempt  to  give  Canada  a  work- 
able Constitution.  Recently  Hon.  Jean-Luc  Pepin,  Co-Chairman  of  the  Task 
Force  on  Canadian  Unity,  said  on  a  TV  interview,  that  nobody  is  independent 
today.  We  are  interdependent.  Also  that  it  is  essential  to  have  confrontation 
and  he  believed  that  there  would  always  be  diversity,  which  is  good. 
Let  me  quote  from  a  declaration  of  John  XXIII  in  "Pacem  in  Tern's": 

"It  is  our  duty  to  state  most  explicitly,  that  every  policy  which  tends  to 
block  the  life  and  growth  of  minority  groups  is  a  grave  crime  against  jus- 
tice, and  graver  still  when  its  aim  is  to  wipe  out  such  minorities.  On  the 
other  hand,  nothing  is  more  in  harmony  with  justice  than  any  line  of  action 
by  public  authority  which  aims  at  a  better  life  for  ethnic  minorities,  espec- 
ially as  concerns  their  language,  culture,  customs,  resource  and  econo- 
mic enterprises." 

FATHER'S  DAY  A  word  of  advice:  Fathers,  if  you  feel  neglected  just  think 
about  Whistler's  father.  May  your  day  be  a  very  happy  one  and  may  God  re- 
ward you  abundantly  for  the  love  and  devotion  to  your  wife  and  family;  and 
being  a  witness  to  the  ideals  of  Catholic  parenthood.  Because  of  influences 
outside  the  home  and  the  negative  lifestyles  encountered  in  today's  living, 
children  need  a  strong  positive  influence. 

To  hope  to  found  peace  on  injustice  is  an  illusion.  So,  please,  both  at  home 
and  in  our  travels,  let  us  each  treat  our  neighbors,  relatives  and  co-travellers 
with  justice  and  kindness.  Happy  holiday! 
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Golden  Jubilarians 


Sister  Mary  Fitzgerald 

A  DREAM  FULFILLED 
After  53  years  in  the  Sisters  of  Service 
as  a  missionary  sister,  my  mind  goes 
back  over  those  years,  as  I  recall  my 
vocation  to  the  SOS. 

I  had  had  for  many  years  the  desire 
to  be  a  missionary  sister  working  in  the 
home  mission  field.  However,  not  know- 
ing of  any  such  community  I  waited, 
prayed  and  hoped  that  this  wish  would 
be  fulfilled  in  God's  good  time,  when 
one  day  on  reading  the  Catholic  Record 
I  saw  the  advertisement,  "New  Com- 
munity of  Sisters  started  to  work  in  the 
Home  Mission  Field." 

The  greatest  need  at  that  time  was  in 
Western  Canada  where  new  Canadians 
of  all  nationalities  were  settling,  for  the 
most  part  in  remote  areas,  and  at  great 
distances  from  a  church  or  school.  I 
knew  that  this  was  what  I  had  been  wait- 
ing for. 

My  brother,  who  also  wished  to  serve 
the  Church  in  Western  Canada,  and  I 
got  together  and  planned  our  departure 
date  -  leaving  home  together.  His  part 
of  the  journey  ended  at  Montreal  where 
he  entered  the  Grande  Seminary.  I  pro- 
ceeded (rather  lonely)  to  the  SOS  Head- 
quarters at  Toronto,  arriving  from 
Georgetown,  Prince  Edward  Island,  on 
September  12,  1926.  It  has  been  said 
that  P.E.I,  exports  priests,  nuns  and  po- 
tatoes: I  am  privileged  to  have  been  one 
of  these  exports. 

The  greater  part  of  my  religious  life 
has  been  spent  in  Western  Canada 
where  I  have  worked  in  the  Catechetical 
field,  both  in  rural  teaching  and  in  our 
three  correspondence  schools.  For  the 


many  years  I  spent  in  Regina,  Arch- 
bishop Monahan,  our  good  friend  and 
leader,  was  always  most  interested  and 
supportive  in  all  our  efforts  with  the 
children  and  helped  financially  when 
there  was  little  help  from  other  sources. 
We  always  encouraged  the  pupils  to 
keep  in  touch  with  their  Archbishop  by 
writing  to  him  personally.  He,  in  turn, 
sent  out  to  all  the  pupils,  circular  let- 
ters at  special  times  of  the  year.  At  that 
time  we  were  seven  Sisters  in  the  cor- 
respondence school  and  our  enrolment 
consisted  of  several  thousand  pupils. 

I  often  think  too  of  the  great  sacri- 
fices made  by  the  rural  priests  -  our  co- 
workers in  this  field.  Since  money  was 
so  scarce  in  those  days  we  usually  re- 
ceived as  remuneration  for  our  work, 
vegetables  and  meat,  etc.  Some  of  the 
priests  were  so  poor  that  they  were  ob- 
liged to  go  to  the  Catholic  Welfare  Bur- 
eau to  be  fitted  out  with  clothing. 

While  we  were  teaching,  at  one 
sparsely  settled  centre,  we  had  rounded 
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up  (after  classes)  21  children  to  be  bap- 
tized. These  children  varied  in  age  from 
a  few  months  to  a  few  years.  Father  de- 
cided on  a  "Group  Baptism"  -  with  our 
help.  What  followed  can  only  be  ima- 
gined. The  older  ones  seemed  to  think 
it  was  their  right  and  duty  to  out-cry 
their  younger  companions,  and  to  say 
the  least,  the  result  was  a  "howling  suc- 
cess." Father  needed  a  loud  speaker  to 
be  heard  above  the  din.  However,  after 
the  ceremony  we  had  the  great  joy  of 
knowing  that  we  had  helped  Father  in 
bringing  these  little  ones  into  the  Church. 

Ups  and  downs  are  necessarily  a  part 
of  every  life  -  ours  is  no  exception.  But 
it  is  with  deep  gratitude  that  these  years 
have  all  been  so  worth  while;  and  I  am 
privileged  to  have  been  part  of  this  great 
SOS  Apostolate. 


Sister  Agnes  Black 

By  Evelyn  Tunney,  SOS 
Sister  Agnes  Black,  after  one  and  a  half 
years  in  the  Sisters  of  Service  Novitiate, 
was  sent  out  on  her  first  mission  in  Mont- 
real to  work  in  the  Girls'  Residence  and 
in  immigration  work  at  Quebec  City  dur- 
ing the  summer  months  or  open  season 
for  ocean-going  vessels.  She  was  later 
sent  to  Halifax  where  she  helped  in  the 
immigration  work  at  the  port,  and  also  at 
the  Girls'  Residence.  When  the  port 
work  opened  in  Quebec,  she  and  Sister 
Mary  Shostak  stayed  with  the  White  Sis- 
ters on  Grande  Allee,  assisting  Abbe  Cas- 
grain  with  the  immigrants,  which  includ- 
ed doing  the  books  and  writing  letters, 
looking  after  the  sick  and  lonesome,  in- 
terpreting for  sick  immigrants  who  had 
been  removed  to  the  Isolation  Hospital. 
They  met  all  boats  no  matter  what  the 
hour. 

Abbe  Casgrain  had  this  to  say:  "I  wish 
to  place  on  record  my  deep  appreciation 


of  the  excellent  work  performed  by  Sis- 
ters Mary  and  Agnes.  They  have  been 
of  invaluable  assistance  to  me  in  every 
way  and  were  always  most  punctual  in 
arriving  and  the  last  to  leave  the  shed." 

Sister  Black  taught  the  children  on 
Christian  Island  in  Georgian  Bay;  also  at 
Manning,  Hawk  Hills,  Peace  River  and 
Faust  (all  in  Alberta).  While  stationed 
in  Edmonton  Sister  taught  Catechism  to 
future  converts,  one  couple  coming  from 
Athabasca. 

From  1943  to  1949  Sister  Black  was 
Superior  at  the  Montreal  Girls'  Resi- 
dence, during  which  time  I  was  sent  to 
Montreal  and  got  to  know  her  and  love 
her  as  a  person  with  a  big,  big  heart  for 
others.  It  was  during  these  years  that 
the  D.P.'s  (displaced  persons)  started  to 
arrive  in  Montreal  from  Europe  -  Eston- 
ians, Latvians,  Ukrainians,  Hungarians, 
Poles,  etc.  No  doubt  her  past  experience 
showed  in  the  compassion  and  under- 
standing she  extended  to  these  girls,  so 
unobtrusively.  Had  I  not  been  a  witness 
I  would  never  have  known  some  of  the 
good  she  did. 

Just  before  Christmas  last,  Sister 
Black  received  a  card  and  letter  from 
a  young  Hungarian  immigrant  girl.  Mag- 
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da  commenced  her  letter  with  the  greet- 
ing, "My  dear  'Canada  Mother',"  and 
added:  "I  send  you  this  card,  because 
even  your  dear  eyes  are  blind,  you  can 
feel  these  beautiful  praying  hands,  which 
remind  me  of  yours.  ...  I  am  holding  in 
my  hands  your  letter  of  November  3rd, 
which  gave  me  so  much  joy  knowing 
that  you  are  still  with  us.  .  .  .  but  my 
'Canada  Mother'  is  still  in  this  world,  to 
my  comfort.  Although  I  can't  be  selfish, 
because  when  God  will  call  you  home,  it 
will  be  a  far  better  place  than  our  wicked 
world,  and  when  you  shall  receive  your 
reward  for  all  the  good  you  have  done  in 
serving  the  Lord  and  your  fellow  men. 

"Do  you  remember  on  a  cold  Christ- 
mas Eve  in  1948  when  a  little  immigrant 
girl  turned  up  at  the  SOS  at  1923  Dor- 
chester -  full  of  paint  in  her  hair  and 
clothes  and  full  of  apprehension  in  her 
timid  heart?  You  took  me  in  with  kind- 
ness and  became  'my  Canada  Mother'. 
.  .  .  You  looked  after  me  not  only  in  my 
physical  needs  but  also  nursed  my  very 
broken  heart." 

Magda  was  one  of  the  many  that  came 
to  our  Residence  for  help;  and  Sister 
Black  lived  her  personal  motto:  "God  in 
all  things  always,  everywhere." 


Sister  Alice  Walsh 

"Have  I  made  the  right  decision?"  I 
wondered  as  I  stepped  from  the  train  in 
1927  in  Toronto,  en  route  to  my  desti- 
nation -  the  Headquarters  of  the  Sisters 
of  Service  of  Canada. 

Just  before  beginning  my  teaching 
career  in  Nova  Scotia,  a  vocation  adver- 
tisement in  the  old  Catholic  Record,  en- 
titled, "Young  woman,  is  this  your  call- 
ing?" attracted  my  attention.  After  read- 
ing through  I  decided  "No,  it  is  not." 
But  the  caption  came  back  to  me  too 
often  to  be  ignored,  and  so  here  I  was, 


two  years  later  accepted  as  a  postulant 
for  the  August  class  of  1927. 

As  the  taxicab  turned  into  the  quiet 
of  Wellesley  Place,  an  Eaton's  small  de- 
livery van  pulled  by  a  beautifully  groom- 
ed horse,  went  by.  It  was  a  different  and 
interesting  sight,  but  would  have  been 
more  so  had  I  known  then  that  at  some 
not  so  distant  date  I  would  be  caring  for 
one  of  Eaton's  retired  horses,  one  of  sev- 
eral that,  in  turn,  lived  in  our  stables  at 
Camp  Morton,  Manitoba;  occupied 
much  of  our  time  and  drove  us  to  and 
from  school. 

At  that  time  the  director,  designer  and 
spiritual  leader  of  the  Institute,  Father 
George  Daly,  C.Ss.R.,  was  in  the  West 
visiting  the  missions  and  his  return  was 
eagerly  awaited  by  us  all.  When  he  ar- 
rived, a  short,  stocky,  white-haired  man 
with  penetrating  blue  eyes,  a  rich  voice, 
an  aura  of  priestliness  about  him  and 
abounding  in  charm  and  good  humor,  he 
seemed  to  bring  Jesus  closer. 

But  the  one  who  first  brought  the 
need  for  such  a  community  to  the  atten- 
tion of  those  able  to  carry  out  the  idea, 
Sister  Catherine  Donnelly,  was  nowhere 
to  be  seen  then.  She  had  gone  west,  to 
her  chosen  apostolate,  teaching  in  rural 
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schools,  and  I  was  not  to  meet  her  until 
I  was  sent  west  on  my  first  mission. 

Months  flew  by,  filled  with  joys,  spi- 
ritual and  temporal,  minor  griefs  and 
considerable  learning;  meeting  and  be- 
coming acquainted  with  our  Novice  Mis- 
tress, Mother  Othilia,  S.S.J.;  Father  Ar- 
thur Coughlin,  Provincial  of  the  Re- 
demptorists  who  appointed  Father  Daly 
to  the  task  of  setting  up  and  directing 
the  Institute;  Most  Reverend  Neil  Mac- 
Neil,  Archbishop  of  Toronto,  under 
whose  auspices  and  encouragement  the 
work  got  under  way.  Then  the  return 
from  the  missions  of  Sister  Florence 
Regan  and  Sister  Margaret  Guest  to  as- 
sume the  roles  of  Sister  General  and 
Novice  Mistress.  This  news  made  us  both 
sad  and  glad.  Glad,  that  we  were  coming 
of  age  as  a  community;  sad,  that  it  meant 
parting  with  our  beloved  Mother 
Othelia. 

Then  it  was  February  2,  1929  -  the 
Feast  of  the  Presentation  of  Jesus  in  the 
Temple  -  and  the  day  on  which  we  pub- 
licly made  our  vows  of  Poverty,  Chastity 
and  Obedience,  as  a  sign  of  our  conse- 
cration to  the  service  of  God  and  His 
Church.  That  day  we  were  given  our 
mission  assignments  -  mine  to  Edmon- 
ton, Alberta. 

The  following  almost  half  a  century 
was,  speaking  for  myself,  fulfilled  be- 
yond my  dreams,  working  on  our  Cor- 
respondence work,  teaching  in  rural 
schools,  and  about  seven  years  in  the 
office  in  Winnipeg  of  the  Confraternity 
of  Christian  Doctrine. 

It  was  a  pleasure  to  be  with  these 
happy-natured,  generous-hearted  little 
people,  whose  mothers  and  fathers  have 
come  from  far  away  Europe,  in  search 
of  peace  and  prosperity.  They  were 
worthy  of  every  effort  on  our  part  to  help 
them  become  good  Catholic  Canadians. 
This  is  why  we  are  at  Morton,  and  why 
we  are  happy  to  be  there. 


Now  as  I  find  myself  'retired'  because 
of  a  stroke,  when  I'm  not  looking  for- 
ward with  very  great  expectancy  to  what 
awaits  me  beyond  the  grave,  I  look  back 
with  joy  to  my  days  on  the  missions. 

★       *  * 

Notes  from  Sister  Walsh's  early  days  on 

the  missions,  commenting  on  her  initia- 
tion in  the  correspondence  work: 

"Although  there  is  no  direct  personal 
contact  with  the  pupils  it  does  not  take 
long  for  one  to  feel  that  we  know  the 
child  well  enough  to  watch  his  improve- 
ment with  interest.  Some  of  them  need 
improvement  badly,  it  seems  -  the 
youngster  who  elevated  St.  Patrick  to  the 
high  dignity  of  being  the  second  person 
of  the  Blessed  Trinity  may  have  been 
Irish,  but  he  wasn't;  and  the  little  girl 
who  gave  as  one  of  the  chief  works  of 
the  devil  'shovelling  coal'  may  be  a  fu- 
ture humorist." 

On  Camp  Morton,  she  wrote:  "The 
young  flappers  who  used  to  say  I'm  go- 
ing out,  clothes;  if  you  want  to  come, 
hang  on,"  would  change  their  tune  were 
they  living  here  just  now.  But  in  spite  of 
the  fact  that  one  has  to  wear  enough 
clothes  to  stock  a  ladies'  wear  depart- 
ment in  Marshall  Fields  (in  order  to  pre- 
vent death  by  freezing),  being  a  habitant 
of  Morton  Mission  is  a  privilege  to  be 
envied.  The  life  on  such  a  mission  may 
seem  hopelessly  monotonous  to  the 
casual  debutante,  but  it  really  isn't,  you 
know.  Every  morning  there  is  an  excit- 
ing scramble  to  get  off  to  school  in  time. 
A  rush  to  the  chapel  to  say  goodbye  to 
the  Lord  and  to  ask  His  blessing,  a  real 
command  to  Sister  O'Reilly  to  pray  for 
us,  and  with  her  'Goodbye,  God  bless 
you!'  ringing  in  our  ears,  out  we  go.  A 
hasty  look  at  the  thermometer  -  forty 
below,  brr-rr  -  a  jump  into  the  scarlet 
cutter  and  away  with  'Nellie'  we  go 
through  the  gate." 
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Silver  Jubilarians 


Sister  Patricia  Burke 

Sister  Patricia  Burke  is  a  native  of  New- 
foundland who  entered  the  Sisters  of 
Service  in  July,  1952. 

Sister  served  as  a  social  worker  with 
the  Catholic  Family  Services  in  Saska- 
toon for  nine  years  and  for  three  years 
was  Superior  of  the  University  Students 
Residence  operated  by  the  Community 
in  that  city. 

At  the  1966  General  Chapter,  Sister 
Burke  was  elected  as  Assistant  General. 
She  served  in  that  capacity  and  also  as 
Superior  of  the  Motherhouse  until  1970, 
when  she  was  elected  Sister  General. 

After  her  term  of  office  was  complet- 
ed, Sister  returned  to  the  missions  and 
since  1975  has  been  Regional  Director 
of  Social  Services  in  La  Loche,  Northern 
Saskatchewan. 


Sister  Frances  Coffey 


My  first  recollection  of  a  Sister  of  Ser- 
vice was  commuting  via  the  TTC  (To- 
ronto Transit)  on  Yonge  Street,  Toronto. 
It  was  not  until  my  sister  Joan  entered 
the  Community  that  I  discovered  the 
identity  of  my  fellow  passenger. 

Reading  the  Field  at  Home  I  learned 
more  about  the  needs  of  the  "home  mis- 
sion field"  and  decided  I  wanted  to  be 
part  of  such  a  life  project. 

Some  of  my  activities  over  the  past  25 
years  include  teaching  in  a  public  high 
school  in  Northern  Alberta;  consultant 
for  religious  educators  in  the  Diocese  of 
Nelson,  B.C.,  and  the  Toronto  Archdio- 
cese. 

Later  on,  as  Formation  Directress,  I 
moved  into  spiritual  counselling  and  re- 
treat work.  My  contact  with  seminarians 
over  these  years  made  me  aware  of  the 
new  trends  in  theology  training  which 
included  pastoral  field  education. 

After  finishing  my  term  of  office  as 
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Formation  Directress,  I  asked  to  partici- 
pate in  one  such  program.  At  present  I 
have  completed  my  requirements  for  a 
specialist  in  institutional  ministry,  and 
am  looking  forward  very  shortly  to  be 
working  as  an  R.C.  Chaplain  in  a  psy- 
chiatric setting.  My  experience  at  Queen 
Street  Mental  Health  Centre  over  the 
past  year  has  confirmed  my  interest  in 
this  direction. 


Sister  Theresa  Duffley 


I  had  a  desire  to  be  a  missionary  to  work 
in  isolated  areas  and  live  in  small  groups 
close  to  the  people.  On  consultation  with 
Father  T.  Chidlow  who  was  preaching  a 
mission  in  my  home  parish  in  St.  John, 
N.B.,  he  mentioned  the  Sisters  of  Ser- 
vice and  suggested  that  I  consider  this 
Community.  So  in  October  1950  I  left 
for  the  SOS  Novitiate  in  Toronto. 

In  1953  I  accompanied  Sister  Frances 
Church  and  Sister  Mary  O'Kane  to  open 
the  Sisters  of  Service  Residence  for  Girls 
in  St.  John's,  Newfoundland,  which  was 
officially  opened  on  September  25,  1953. 

I  worked  in  various  capacities  in  most 


of  our  Girls'  Residences,  in  six  of  our 
Canadian  provinces.  I  was  associated 
with  study  groups,  Spiritual  Director  of 
the  Legion  of  Mary  and  Christian  Fam- 
ily Movement  in  Montreal;  Parish  Visit- 
or at  St.  Paul's  in  Toronto;  homemaker 
and  parish  visitor  in  Newfoundland, 
Halifax  and  High  Level.  In  High  Level  I 
was  also  involved  in  the  catechetical  field 
and  was  vice-president  of  the  Catholic 
Women's  League. 

A  very  interesting  facet  of  my  work 
was  teaching  catechism  to  handicapped 
children  in  their  homes,  visiting  the  sick 
and  elderly  in  their  homes  and  also  work- 
ing with  the  deaf. 

I  am  presently  residing  in  Regina  as 
the  first  National  Director  for  the  Cana- 
dian Catechism  Program,  which  orga- 
nization is  responsible  for  the  religious 
correspondence  being  started  in  most  of 
the  dioceses  of  Canada. 

"My  Spirit  rejoices  in  God  my 
Saviour." 


Sister  Mary  Haider 

When  in  her  pre-teens  Mary  Haider  was 
attracted  to  the  ideals  of  life  of  St.  Fran- 
cis of  Assisi  which  stimulated  her  with 
a  desire  for  a  life  of  dedication  to  the 
poor.  Mary  received  her  religious  edu- 
cation from  the  Sisters  of  Service  Reli- 
gion Correspondence  School  in  Edmon- 
ton, Alberta. 

As  high  school  education  was  not 
available  in  Cherhill,  Alberta,  Mary  had 
to  leave  her  home  to  attend  St.  Mary's 
High  School  in  Edmonton;  and  during 
these  years  she  resided  at  the  SOS  Resi- 
dence for  Girls  where  she  learned  more 
about  the  Sisters  of  Service  and  their 
apostolates  of  dedication  to  the  most 
abandoned  souls. 

Sister  Haider  entered  the  SOS  Novi- 
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tiate  in  Toronto  in  1953.  After  a  few 
years  on  the  missions,  Sister  became  a 
student  at  the  School  of  Nursing  at  the 
Misericordia  Hospital  in  Edmonton.  Af- 
ter two  years  at  the  University  of  Wind- 


sor, Sister  Haider  received  her  Bachelor 
of  Science  in  Nursing. 

Sister  Haider  worked  as  a  Public 
Health  Nurse  in  St.  Paul,  Alberta,  then 
she  spent  five  years  in  a  Community  De- 
velopment Program  in  Edson,  Alberta. 
In  June  1972,  Sister  went  to  Teslin, 
Yukon  Territory,  as  a  Public  Health 
Nurse;  then  on  to  Watson  Lake,  and  is 
presently  Health  Educator  for  the  Yukon 
Region  Medical  Services  Branch  with 
the  Department  of  Health  and  Welfare. 


Love  Recalled 

(Taken  from  a  Vancouver  newspaper) 

If  the  city  would  give  attention  to  the  work  the  Sisters  of  Service  did  among 
young  women  without  homes  and  looking  for  work  on  coming  into  this  city 
from  rural  or  foreign  countries,  there  would  be  a  great  many  fewer  women  re- 
duced to  living  off  what  they  can  make  on  the  streets  of  Vancouver. 

The  Sisters  are  at  present  disbanded  here,  though  still  working  on  the 
Prairies  and  in  the  east.  Some  years  back  I  spent  a  couple  of  years  in  residence 
at  their  convent  hostel.  Afterwards  I  found  it  had  saved  me  the  miserable  dere- 
liction women  out  of  work  suffer  in  Vancouver.  And  I  was  very  much  out  of 
work  ...  I  had  been  ill  after  a  breakdown  and  no  one  wanted  to  hire  me.  From 
those  modern  and  cheerfully  wise  Sisters  I  received  board,  protection  and 
love. 

(Miss)  Mary  (Molly)  Ransford 
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ahweh  is  an  everlasting  God, 

He  created  the  boundaries  of  the  earth. 

He  does  not  grow  tired  or  weary, 
His  understanding  is  beyond  fathoming, 

He  gives  strength  to  the  wearied, 
He  strengths  the  powerless. 


ha.  40:29 


Encounter 

with 

Poverty 

By  Jacques  Johnson,  O.M.I. 


The  young  boy  and  his  sister  who  had 
walked  for  12  hours  to  come  to  Sisoguichi, 
and  whom  I  saw  begging  at  the  Jesuit 
House  for  food.  In  the  evening  they 
followed  me  as  I  returned  to  my  room,  as 
they  had  no  place  to  sleep  except  in 
the  cold  under  the  stars  . . . 


I  had  spent  a  most  enjoyable  evening  at 
Guadalupe's  house,  my  Indian  friend  in 
the  Sierra  Mountains  of  Mexico.  Before 
1  left  him  to  retire  at  the  Jesuits'  he  told 
me  about  what  he  had  arranged  for 
the  following  day.  His  brother-in-law, 
Nicolas,  who  was  the  proud  owner  of  a 
World  War  II  military  ambulance,  would 
be  driving  us  to  Ojachichi,  about  20 
miles  away,  where  Guadalupe  was  a 
teacher.  Because  of  my  coming  he  had 
the  week  off  from  work  from  the  mis- 
sionary, Padre  Diaz  Infante.  It  was  un- 
derstood that  we  would  be  setting  out  at 
9  o'clock. 

At  10  o'clock,  Guadalupe  came  in  a 
little  dejected.  Nicolas  had  no  gasoline 
to  run  his  ambulance  and  there  was  no 
gas  station  in  town  and  his  inquiries  for 
gas  around  town  had  proven  futile.  For- 
tunately for  us  a  young  Jesuit,  Martin, 
who  happened  to  be  there,  offered  us 
the  mission's  WWII  Jeep.  He  asked  me 
something  that  I  couldn't  quite  make  out 
in  Spanish,  but  I  assured  him  that  indeed 
I  had  my  driver's  license,  which  moved 
him  to  a  gale  of  laughter.  A  driver's  li- 
cense was  the  last  thing  that  people  wor- 
ried about  in  that  country.  It  was  de- 
cided that  Nicolas  would  be  driving  us 
as  he  was  more  used  to  the  terrain. 

Worst  Possible  "Road" 

As  we  bounced  around  in  the  worst  pos- 
sible trail  I  have  ever  encountered,  I  had 
nightmarish  thoughts  of  being  caught 
in  this  "road"  with  my  car.  After  an 
hour  and  a  half  we  had  covered  the  20 
miles  and  gladly  stepped  out  of  the  car 
at  Ojachichi.  All  there  was,  however, 
was  a  former  store  occupied  by  a  family, 
the  church  and  the  school.  In  the  dis- 
tance one  could  see  a  couple  of  houses. 

Guadalupe  ushered  me  into  the 
school.  I  was  taken  aback  by  what  I  saw: 
about  25  sickly-looking  children  seated 
quietly  at  their  desks  writing  in  scrib- 
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Guadalupe's  students  in  Ojachichi  -  The  school  was  very  cold  and  the  children  were 
shivering,  with  no  heat  of  any  kind. 


biers.  In  front  of  the  class  was  a  16-year- 
old  girl,  who  normally  was  the  assistant 
to  Guadalupe  but  who,  in  his  absence, 
had  taken  over  the  class  for  the  week. 
The  children  were  from  six  to  12  years. 
They  were  poorly  clad.  Most  were  bare- 
footed, and  those  who  had  something  on 
their  feet  could  only  brag  sandals  made 
out  of  old  tires.  They  wore  the  Indian 
dresses  typical  of  the  area  but  which  are 
not  warm  and  leave  their  legs  exposed 
to  the  elements.  The  classroom  was  not 
heated  and  could  not  have  been  more 
than  45°. 


Guadalupe'  16-year-old  assistant. 
She  had  only  a  grade  six  education  plus 
some  training  as  a  catechist,  yet  she's 
the  teacher.  She  had  much  less  than 
he,  educationwise,  but  she  handled  the 
class  for  a  whole  week,  as  Guadalupe  had 
taken  the  week  off  to  visit  me. 


Looking  Very  Miserable 

At  the  teacher's  suggestion  the  children 
sang  four  or  five  songs  in  Spanish  and 
in  Tarahumara  for  me.  Then  they  went 
outside  to  play  a  typical  game  of  the 
area,  which  is  running  after  two  hand- 
carved  wooden  balls  in  two  separate 
teams.  When  they  came  back  after  a  race 
that  took  them  a  good  half-hour,  they 
stood  there  panting  and  coughing  and 
looking  very  miserable.  I  felt  sick  to  my 
stomach.  Later  they  were  given  their 
lunch  which  consisted  of  corn  soup  and 
tortillas.  They  devoured  it  with  great 
appetite.  I  was  moved  almost  to  tears. 

Guadalupe  invited  me  to  visit  the  "go- 
bernador's"  home.  He  is  the  leader  of  the 
local  community.  We  crossed  the  little 
river  by  jumping  from  rock  to  rock  and 
then  we  stood  at  the  foot  of  the  most 


Faith  is  in  placing  our  confidence  in  that  which  Jesus  has  done  for  us  - 
not  in  what  we  ourselves  do. 
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School  children  involved  in  the  only  sport  known  to  them 
racing  after  a  wooden  ball  for  impressive  distances. 


unbelievable  dwelling  I  have  ever  seen. 
The  local  mayor's  family  lived  in  a 
cave  on  the  side  of  a  mountain.  He  was 
away,  but  I  met  his  wife  who  was  nurs- 
ing a  healthy-looking  little  boy;  and  a 
son  of  18  and  a  daughter  of  15.  I  was 
told  that  the  girl  teaching  that  I  had  met 
also  lived  in  the  cave.  A  small  fire  in  the 
"kitchen"  was  warming  up  a  pail  of 
water.  Tools  to  prepare  the  corn  and  to 
cook  tortillas,  and  other  cooking  uten- 
sils were  strewn  about.  An  area  covered 
with  a  few  rags  was  the  place  where  they 
slept,  T  was  told.  The  people  living  there 
looked  clean,  healthy  and  happy.  They 
showed  no  shame  nor  any  shyness.  They 
had  lived  there  all  their  lives,  and  two 
families  nearby  also  lived  in  similar 
"homes." 

Survive  Below  Zero  Weather 

How  they  survive  in  the  winter  with 
snow  and  below  zero  weather  is  some- 
thing I  do  not  understand. 

That  same  day  in  the  late  afternoon, 
we  were  back  in  Sisoguichi  and  I  saw 


two  young  Indians  in  their  typical  dress 
standing  at  the  door  of  the  Jesuits' 
house.  One  was  a  girl  about  19  and  the 
other,  her  younger  brother,  about  10. 

They  were  from  Tewerichi,  they  told 
me,  about  12  hours  of  walking  away.  One 
of  the  priests  brought  them  a  plate  of 
food. 

Later  that  night  I  went  to  see  Guada- 
lupe and  noticed  the  two  children  sitting 
by  a  house  close  by.  Much  later,  when  I 
returned  with  a  friend,  I  saw  the  two 
children  following  us  at  a  distance  in  the 
full  moon.  I  asked  the  friend  about 
them,  and  he  assured  me  they'd  be  okay. 

But  as  I  lay  in  bed,  I  tossed  and  turn- 
ed and  could  not  sleep  because  the 
image  of  the  two  children  following  us 
in  silence  in  the  cold  night  air,  with  no 
place  to  go,  haunted  me  without  respite. 

I  am  becoming  increasingly  disturbed 
as  I  realize  more  and  more  that  these 
two  children  and  the  ones  at  the  school 
are  my  little  brothers  and  sisters. 

(To  be  continued) 


Seek  not  happiness;  bestow  it,  and  it  will  come  to  you. 
(Author  unknown) 
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TheTime 

By  Patsy  Flynn,  SOS 


When  you  hear  locally  that  a  good  time  was  had,  it  usually  applies  to  a 
particular  social  event  held  about  once  a  year  in  St.  Julien's. 

To  prepare  for  "a  time"  there  is  much  making  of  good  thick  soup, 
baking  of  cakes  and  bread,  all  of  which  is  supplied  by  each  family  along 
with  biscuits,  tea,  sugar  and  coffee.  There's  never  any  confusion  as  to 
menu  for  it's  always  the  same. 

The  school  is  the  centre  of  the  social  scene.  Desks  have  to  be  re- 
moved, bookcases  reversed,  a  long  makeshift  table  erected  in  one  of  the 
two  rooms  and  a  barrel  of  water  brought  in. 

Try  getting  a  band  to  bring  their  instruments  by  skidoo  and  sled  over 
six  rough  miles  of  trail,  then  you'll  know  our  biggest  problem  -  enticing 
them  to  this  out-of-the-way  spot .  .  .  their  coming  isn't  usually  confirmed 
till  two  days  beforehand. 

The  Time  begins  at  5  p.m.  with  a  flood  of  children  (a  couple  of  games 
were  set  up  for  them  this  year  -  the  band  doesn't  come  till  10:30).  Meals 
are  served  restaurant  style  by  the  women  taking  turns.  Cost  -  $1  a  full 
meal  .  .  .  good  service,  good  food.  Pots  of  soup  keep  appearing  on  the 
scene  and  if  ever  you  saw  co-operation  it's  here  ...  no  extra  words  are 
wasted  .  .  .  there's  smooth  running  with  no  one  really  in  charge. 

Friends  from  the  surrounding  settlements  come  to  make  the  evening 
a  go.  Once  the  band  starts  up  spirits  are  high.  The  dancing  goes  on  till 
about  2:30  a.m. 

Now  and  again  you're  liable  to  have  a  pencil  and  paper  waved  in  front 
of  you  and  a  request  to  buy  a  ticket  on  a  "cushion"  or  "bottle  of  whiskey" 
.  .  .  only  10  cents  ...  not  much  to  lose  .  .  .  sweet  smile  .  .  .  "O.K."  As  the 
night  wears  on  and  the  ticket  collectors  decide  one  by  one  they've  col- 
lected about  enough,  they'll  stop  the  dance  for  a  minute  and  call  the 
number.  So  the  money  mounts  up.  It's  our  biggest  money-making  event 
so  an  all-out  effort  is  made.  This  year  we  made  about  $360  clear.  It  will 
buy  a  carpet  for  the  church. 

As  for  the  fun  that  was  had  .  .  .  well,  just  look  on  our  cover  and  see 
those  Newfoundlanders  jiggin'. 
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The  Final  Law 


By  John  Patrick  Gillese 


Late  in  1934,  a  drunk  -  still  clutching  a 
bottle  of  beer  -  staggered  into  Towns 
Hospital  in  upper  Manhattan.  To  those 
who  waited  to  visit  sick  loved  ones,  the 
drunk  was  a  disgusting  sight.  Some  of 
them  wanted  to  call  the  police.  A  doc- 
tor, William  Duncan  Silkworth,  helped 
the  drunk  to  a  ward. 

In  the  middle  of  the  night,  the  drunk 
came  awake  -  at  least  awake  enough  to 
know  that,  for  the  rest  of  his  life,  he  was 
doomed  unless  he  could  reach  out  for 
help  beyond  himself. 

He  had  been  brilliant  in  engineering. 
He  had  made  a  fortune  in  real  estate 
and  finance  -  and  lost  it  with  the  crash 
of  '29.  Undaunted,  he  started  on  another 
fortune.  The  drinking  that  went  with 
the  making  of  the  first,  however,  stayed 
with  him.  He  was  a  "walking  down 
drunk"  and  that  night  was  the  bitter  end. 

In  his  terrible  agony  of  body  and  soul, 
he  raised  his  thoughts  to  God.  As  he  him- 
self put  it,  "I  found  myself  shouting:  'If 
there  is  a  God,  let  Him  show  Himself. 
Let  Him  help  me!'  " 

And  suddenly  -  as  he  himself  also 
said  -  the  room  seemed  to  be  lit  with  a 
white  light.  There  was  a  sound  as  of  a 
wind  -  "not  of  air,  but  of  spirit"  -  blow- 
ing. The  drunk  was  caught  up  in  a  rap- 
ture that  students  of  mysticism  will  rec- 
ognize as  similar  to  that  experienced  by 
the  great  mystics. 


Crossed  the  Borderline 

He,  however,  thought  he  had  finally 
crossed  the  borderline  that  separates  hal- 
lucination from  reality.  He  sent  for  Dr. 
Silkworth. 

"I  don't  know  what  happened  to  you, 
Bill,"  said  the  doctor,  "but  I  can  tell  you 
you  are  far  more  sane  than  I've  seen 
you  before.  I  wouldn't  quarrel  with  that 
kind  of  experience." 

"That  kind  of  experience"  led  Bill  - 
whose  real  name  was  William  Griffith 
Wilson  -  to  found  Alcoholics  Anony- 
mous, whose  program  is  based  on  the 
basic  reality  that  only  when  you  throw 
pride  in  the  dust  and  admit  to  God  that 
you  are  helpless  without  Him  will  He 
reach  down  and  help  you. 

Bill  Wilson's  experience,  in  fact,  is  a 
salutary  one  for  all  of  us  to  contemplate 
-  a  thought  that  comes  home  most  forc- 


*  John  Patrick  Gillese  is  a  free-lance  writer 
and  has  contributed  full-length  sales  to:  Col- 
liers, Country  Gentleman,  Toronto  Star  Week- 
ly, New  York  Times,  Week-end,  Extension, 
and  most  major  markets. 

Mr.  Gillese  is  also  Director  of  Film  and 
Literary  Arts,  on  the  staff  of  the  Alberta  Auth- 
ors Bulletin.  This  Bulletin  is  published  by 
Alberta  Culture,  Film  and  Literary  Arts,  which 
is  much  appreciated  by  myself.  -  Ed. 
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ibly  to  me  whenever  I  read  still  another 
survey  of  teen-age  drinking,  teen-age 
vandalism  .  .  .  even  the  taking  of  their 
own  life  by  frightened  and  lonely  old 
people  (as  was  bared  to  the  world  in 
British  nursing  homes). 

Travelling  about  Alberta,  I  have  visit- 
ed old  people,  alone  and  sometimes  semi- 
disabled  in  a  forgotten  suite.  The  family 
they  raised  is  scattered,  busy  with  their 
own  very  real  problems.  Their  aged  par- 
ent (usually  only  one  is  left)  sometimes 
recalls  the  sacrifices  made,  the  labor  that 
bent  their  backs,  so  their  children  would 
have  a  better  life  than  they  knew.  Now? 
If  your  own  flesh  and  blood  doesn't  care 
enough  to  write  to  you,  who  does? 

Lack  of  Values 

Worse,  I  think,  is  to  give  a  lecture  on  a 
lack  of  values  in  society  today  -  a  disease 
that  is  worse  than  anything  we  ever  knew 
in  the  Depression  (when  some  adults  took 
their  own  lives,  but  young  people  never) 
-  and  a  parent  comes  straight  up  to  you 
after  you've  finished  and  tells  you  that 
what  you  say  is  right:  their  14-year-old 
son  drove  the  car  into  the  garage  one 
night,  closed  the  door  and  left  the  en- 
gine running. 
Why? 

There  have  been  enough  surveys  tak- 
en in  recent  years  to  indicate  why.  One  - 
wherein  80,000  teen-agers  were  sur- 
veyed -  indicated  that  young  people  to- 
day desperately  need  two  assurances: 
(1)  they  are  worth  something  in  the  eyes 
of  their  parents  and  adult  society;  (2)  that 
for  all  their  'strange  ways'  (to  us),  God 
really  does  care  about  them. 

Like  the  drunk,  the  lonely  senior  citi- 
en,  the  forgotten  patient  in  a  mental  hos- 
pital .  .  .  like  the  criminal  and  the  scorn- 


ful atheist,  you  can  be  sure  .  .  .  they  are 
crying  out  for  love. 

My  business  is  writing.  One  of  the 
most  successful  authors  I  ever  met  once 
told  me  that,  in  the  later  years  of  his  life, 
he  decided  to  figure  out  how  he  had  be- 
come a  success.  It  was,  for  him,  a  sober- 
ing experience. 

A  brother  who  never  went  to  church 
brought  him  a  little  magazine  in  the  De- 
pression years  (same  era  as  the  founder 
of  AA)  and  encouraged  him  to  a  perma- 
nent position  in  literary  affairs. 

God  Loved  Each  One 

This  author  was  a  practising  Catholic 
who,  looking  over  his  life,  discerned  that 
his  progress  had  been  made  possible  by 
men  who  did  not  know  a  personal  God. 
"And  I  know  this,"  he  said.  "God  surely 
loved  each  of  them  -  I  think  more  than 
me.  Otherwise  He  would  never  have 
used  them  as  He  did.  And  He  expected 
me  to  be  a  light  to  them." 

Think  of  it  long  enough  and  it  boils 
down  to  the  simple  truth  that  the  most 
wretched  of  humanity  is  our  brother  - 
sometimes  we  never  know  just  how 
much  so  until  our  life  is  nearly  done. 

When  you  do  recognize  that,  whether 
he  be  a  long-haired  hippie  (disappearing, 
it  seems,  from  the  scene!)  or  a  drunk 
stumbling  up  the  street,  you  can  at  last 
begin  to  offer  the  helping  hand  that  is 
stretched  out  because  of  love. 

Why  not?  The  greatest  line  in  the 
Easter  story  is  that  "Christ  died  for  us 
while  we  were  yet  sinners"  -  and  He 
loves  sinners  still.  When  we  work  for  His 
kingdom  on  earth,  we  work  to  imple- 
ment the  last  law  of  the  universe  -  de- 
scribed by  the  poet  as  love.  It  is  the  law 
that  alone  makes  the  present  worthwhile. 


f  We  hear  there's  a  dial-a-prayer  service  for  atheists.  You  call  a  number 
-  and  nobody  answers 
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3n  AUmoriam 


Sister  Agnes  Dwyer 

By  Ella  link,  SOS 


Sister  Agnes  Dwyer  died  on  April  10, 
1978.  She  was  one  of  the  very  few  Sisters 
of  Service  whom  I  did  not  know  until  she 
came  to  Toronto  as  Novice  Mistress  in 
1954,  a  post  she  held  until  she  was  elect- 
ed Sister  General  in  1960  (she  having 
been  missioned  all  her  religious  life  in 
rural  schools  in  Manitoba  and  Saskat- 
chewan, I  in  rural  hospitals  in  Alberta). 

I  learned  to  know  her  well  during  those 
Toronto  years,  to  know  her  and  to  love 
her.  How  describe  her?  The  words  that 
spring  to  mind  are  gentle,  loving  and  un- 
obtrusive, with  a  great  appreciation  for 
the  beautiful. 

Her  love  of  beauty  was  probably  most 
manifest  during  her  years  as  Novice  Mis- 
tress. Little  touches  here  and  there  in  the 
novitiate  made  the  difference  between  a 
house  and  a  home,  between  ordinary 
courtesy  and  serene  graciousness. 

As  Sister  General,  at  a  time  when  the 
winds  of  change  were  blowing  rather  vio- 
lently through  the  Church,  Sister  Dwyer 
unobtrusively  allowed  them  to  waft 
quietly  through  our  Institute  in  such  a 
way  that  many  needed  changes  were 
made  and  without  any  great  traumatic 
effects. 

Above  all,  Sister  Dwyer  was  loving, 
gentle  and  deeply  prayerful.  She  was  not 
a  forceful  nor  dynamic  leader  but  her 
gentleness  and  loving  concern  smoothed 
many  rough  spots  for  many  of  us  and 
opened  the  way  to  calm  reflection  and 
reassessment  when  both  were  needed. 


The  Holy  Spirit  presides  at  the  election 
of  any  Sister  General  and  the  influence 
of  the  Spirit  seems  to  provide  the  par- 
ticular person  needed  at  a  particular 
time.  Sister  Dwyer's  time  was  during  the 
rather  turbulent  years  which  followed 
Vatican  II.  That  our  Community  weath- 
ered those  years  with  comparative  calm 
is  due,  in  no  small  measure,  to  the  pray- 
erful, gentle,  loving  personality  of  Sister 
Dwyer.  May  her  dear  soul  rest  in  peace. 
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Sister  Louise  Furman 

By  Helen  Hayes,  SOS 


Sister  Louise  Furman  was  buried  in 
Edmonton  on  March  17.  Sister  died  sud- 
denly in  Kopernik  Lodge  in  Vancouver 
on  March  13.  Her  brother  Bill  had  taken 
her  to  a  doctor's  appointment  in  the 
morning.  Sister  had  her  lunch  and  went 
to  have  an  afternoon  rest  which  brought 
her  to  her  eternal  rest  in  a  peaceful  man- 
ner. The  previous  Sunday,  March  12, 
Sister  Furman  had  spent  the  day  with 
Sister  Ellis.  It  seems  that  since  Sister 
broke  her  hip  over  a  year  ago,  she  has 
not  been  too  well. 

A  death,  sudden  or  otherwise,  is  a 
mystery  for  meditation.  It  is  difficult  to 
realize  that  in  such  a  short  span  of  time 
one  is  with  us  and  suddenly  is  no  longer 
with  us.  They  leave  us  with  a  new  pre- 
sence. Faith  lives  in  us  and  because  of 
our  faith,  we  are  together  apart.  This  is 
the  Pascal  Mystery  of  dying  and  rising 
again. 

The  funeral  Mass  was  offered  in  St. 
Augustine's  Church,  Vancouver,  March 
16.  Father  Noonan,  O.M.I.,  and  Fa- 
ther Frank  concelebrated.  Father  Frank 
was  formerly  in  St.  Casimir's  Parish  in 
Vancouver,  but  is  now  retired  and  living 
at  Kopernik  Lodge.  Sister  Furman 
taught  catechism  for  him  during  the 
'40s.  Father  is  known  as  "Father  Frank" 
because  he  says  he  has  an  unpronounce- 
able Polish  name. 

Two  courtesy  cars  brought  some 
of  the  residents  from  the  Lodge  for 
the  Mass.  Sister's  two  brothers  and  their 


families  were  present,  as  well  as  many 
nieces  and  nephews.  Father  Noonan  not- 
ed in  his  homily  that  Sister  was  one  of 
the  early  Sisters  of  Service.  Many  people, 
especially  those  formerly  of  Camp  Mor- 
ton, now  in  Winnipeg,  have  not  forgotten 
her  days  of  ministry  as  mid-wife  and 
home  visitor.  In  the  early  years  of  her 
religious  life  Sister  worked  at  the  ports 
of  Halifax,  Quebec  and  Montreal  where 
she  greeted  and  assisted  New  Canadians 
to  our  country.  Her  hospitality  from 
those  early  years  to  the  time  of  her 
death  is  widely  known  as  she  was  always 
so  gracious  to  welcome  anyone,  and  in 
the  wink  of  an  eye  she  could  prepare  a 
banquet  or  simply  a  cup  of  tea  for  her 
visitors. 

Father  J.  Spicer,  C.Ss.R.,  officiated  at 
the  graveside  service  in  St.  Joachim's 
Cemetery,  Edmonton,  Alberta.  □ 
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. . .  Always  so  very  interesting  and  inspiring. 

L'Abbe  Roger  Ducharme,  Cure 
Ferland,  Sask. 

Halifax,  N.S. 

Dear  Sister: 

The  enclosed  Money  Order  is  to  cover  cost  of  one  year's  subscription  to 
your  magazine. 

I  just  could  not  forget  this  renewal,  as  I  look  forward  to  each  issue  very 
eagerly. 

My  prayer  and  good  wishes  for  a  very  happy  New  Year. 

Sincerely  in  Him, 

Sister  Joseph  MacDonald 

Dear  Sisters: 

Please  keep  sending  your  magazine.  I  enjoy  every  article. 

H.P. 

R.R.  #1,  River  Bourgeois,  C.B.,  N.S. 

Dear  Sister: 

We  have  been  receiving  your  magazine  for  about  two  years  and  enjoy  it. 

Very  please  to  see  Sister  Muldoon's  picture  on  her  Golden  Jubilee.  My 
mother  knew  Sister  Muldoon  about  40  years  ago.  It's  probably  40  years  since 
they  have  seen  one  another.  However,  one  day  we  received  your  magazine 
and  I  wrote  for  Sister  Black's  and  Sister  Muldoon's  addresses.  Since  then 
mother  has  had  some  notes  from  Sister  Muldoon.  As  for  Sister  Black  -  she 
understands  Sister  is  not  well  but  remembers  Sister  as  a  very  fine  person. 

She  recalls  many  things  about  the  Sisters.  I  guess  they  mean  little  to  us  but 
to  them  the  memories  of  little  things  have  become  golden  memories. 

God's  choicest  blessings. 

Mrs.  Carman  Fougere 
(Nellie  Kehoe  Fougere) 

Box  2188,  Edson,  Alta. 

Dear  Sister  Tunney: 

I  enjoy  reading  the  Field  at  Home  very  much  and  think  of  you  often. 

Sincerely, 
Irene  Minelli 
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A  smile  is  .  .  . 

NOT  UNILINGUAL  .  . . 
NOT  BILINGUAL  . .  . 

BUT  MULTILINGUAL. 


What  gift  has  providence  bestowed 
on  man  that  is  so  dear  to  him 
as  his  children. 

Cicero 
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a  hit  of  M®M(mL 


If  happiness  could  be  bought,  we'd 
be  unhappy  about  the  price. 

Johnny  was  more  advanced  than  the 
rest  of  the  group.  The  teacher  wrote 
a  sentence  on  the  blackboard: 

"Where  are  you  going." 

Johnny  read  it  correctly.  Then 
teacher  added  a  question  mark. 

Now  read  it  again,  Johnny." 

Johnny  squared  his  shoulders  and 
read: 

"Where  are  you  going,  little 
buttonhook?" 

Via  the  Pegmatite 

As  you'  walk  the  sands  of  time  take 
care  what  your  footprints  reveal,  so 
that  the  imprint  you  leave  may  be 
that  of  a  Soul,  not  a  Heel. 

A  do-it-yourself  husband  is  one  who 

whenever  he  is  asked  to  do  some- 
thing says  "Do-it-yourself." 


"I  only  took  the  regular  course," 
said  the  Mock  Turtle.  "What  was 
that?"  inquired  Alice.  "Reeling  and 
Writhing,  or  course,  to  begin  with," 
the  Mock  Turtle  replied:  "And  then 
the  different  branches  of  Arithmetic  - 
Ambition,  Distraction,  Uglification, 
and  Derision." 

-  Lewis  Carroll 

If  you  hit  yourself  on  the  head  with  a 
pitcher,  and  hear  a  hollow  sound, 
don't  take  it  for  granted  there  is 
nothing  in  the  pitcher. 

-  Chinese  Proverb 

Sister  was  speaking  of  the  Holy  Name 
of  Jesus  in  her  Catechism  class.  Up 
went  little  John's  hand. 

"I  know  His  last  name,"  he 
announced  importantly. 

"You  do?"  encouraged  Sister,  and 
the  class  was  all  attention. 

"My  Jesus  Murphy!"  responded 
John  in  triumph. 


AS  WE  HEAR  IT  -  Fractured  Inglish 

Word-polluters  talk  about  our  GUVMUN;  it  is  also  a  fact  that  the  Department  of 
AGACULCHER  is  daily  in  the  news,  particularly  in  the  area  of  AIGS,  and 
LIESTOCK.  We  are  concerned  about  the  price  of  beef,  which  is  a  PRODUCK 
of  many  farmers,  including  those  in  SASKATCHUN. 

The  TEMPACHER  is  warmer  or  COALER,  depending  on  pressure  areas  over 
northern  KABEC,  NOOFENLAND,  or  even  British  COLUMBEE.  Ladies  and 
GENNELMUN  and  your  teeth  are  cared  for  by  a  DENNIST.  You  PROLLY  have 
tooth  or  gum  PROLLEMS  and  you  should  use  something  which  is  GENNUL  to 
your  gums. 

The  source  of  much  of  our  misery  is  ALCOL;  this  should  be  looked  into  by 
those  in  ATHORDEE,  who  have  RESPONSABILDEE  for  such  matters. 

This  is  a  free  country.  So  it  is  friend,  so  it  is  and  a  citizen  can  say  pretty  well 
what  he  or  she  thinks.  Sloppy  speech  can  indicate  a  sloppy  mind,  not  bad, 
just  sloppy.  (from  Northern  Lights  -  by  Fr.  J.  J.  Delaney) 
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/  feel . .  .in  some  mysterious  way 
that  there  is  a  calling. 

"Tears  of  Silence" 

JEAN  VANIER 

The  conditions  which  prevail  in  our  cities  and 
throughout  the  wide  stretches  from  the  Atlantic 
to  the  Pacific  are  a  challenge  to  the  apostolic 
spirit  of  our  Canadian  Catholics. 

Correspondence  is  invited: 

The  Formation  Directress 
Sisters  of  Service 
10  Montcrest  Boulevard 
Toronto,  Ontario  M4K  1 J7 
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Pope  Paul  VI 


IN  A  BBC  short-wave  scries  on  "Studies  in  English  Letters,"  R.  Partridge 
is  quoted  as  saying:  "The  young  writers  of  today  who  have  bor- 
rowed so  much  from  Lytton  Strachcy  might  take  one  last  word  of  the  Old 
Masters  to  heart.  'It  is  perhaps  as  difficult  to  write  a  good  life  as  to  live 
one'." 

When  thinking  of  Pope  Paul  I  recall  the  words  of  Teilhard  de  Chardin: 
"Joy  is  the  infallible  sign  of  the  Presence  of  God."  Also  Cardinal  New- 
man's words:  "I  am  as  necessary  for  God's  purpose  -  as  necessary  in  my 
place  as  an  Archangel  is  in  his." 

Pope  Paul  is  described  as  one  committed  in  a  special  way  to  carrying 
out  the  decisions  of  Vatican  II.  Doctor  Donald  Coggan,  Archbishop  of 
Canterbury,  has  said:  "Pope  Paul  met  these  difficulties  and  faced  these 
problems  with  a  total  devotion  to  the  truth  as  he  saw  it  and  to  the  church 
over  which  he  presided." 

President  Jimmy  Carter  had  this  to  say:  "Pope  Paul's  world  travels,  at 
no  small  expense  to  his  physical  well-being,  exemplified  his  role  of  pil- 
grim, carrying  the  message  of  peace  and  love  to  the  far  corners  of  the 
world,  including  an  inspiring  visit  to  the  United  States." 

In  years  gone  by  Popes  had  been  prisoners  of  the  Vatican,  but  in  Paul, 
the  Pope  became  the  first  citizen  of  the  world. 

One  of  Pope  Paul  VI's  many  writings  is  his  "Apostolic  Exhortation  on 
Christian  Joy"  dated  Pentecost  1975.  How  fitting  that  he  died  on  the 
Feast  of  the  Transfiguration  where  he  is  doubtlessly  sharing  his  presence 
with  the  transfigured  Christ. 

The  Sisters  of  Service  join  with  the  Universal  Church  in  mourning  Pope 
Paul's  passing  and  commend  him  with  faith  in  the  promise  of  everlasting 
life,  to  the  loving  mercy  of  Christ. 

May  he  rest  in  peace. 


row  the 


THERE  IS  A  STORY  of  a  young  boy  on  seeing  a  Bible  covered  with  dust 
asked  his  mother  whose  book  it  was.  On  being  told  it  was  God's  book,  he 
said:  "Well,  don't  you  think  we  should  return  it  'cos  nobody  here  reads  it?" 

Is  the  Bible  just  a  dust  catcher?  Some  authorities  say  that  the  appeal  of  the 
Bible  is  today  greater  than  ever. 

"All  flesh  is  like  grass 

and  all  its  glory  like  the  flower  of  grass. 
The  grass  withers,  and  the  flower  falls, 
but  the  word  of  the  Lord  abides  forever." 

1  Peter  1:24-25 

Just  as  it  is  necessary  to  go  inside  and  look  out  to  appreciate  the  beauty  of 
stained  glass  windows  in  a  church,  so  it  is  to  go  into  or  browse  in  the  Bible.  The 
Bible  is  God's  Word.  It  gives  a  lift  and  that  makes  the  sun  shine  brighter.  This 
will  help  us  to  see  that  it  is  not  good  for  all  our  wishes  to  be  fulfilled;  and  it  is 
through  sickness  we  recognize  health,  and  through  exertion  the  value  of  rest. 

Perhaps  we  should  say  a  "wee"  Thank  you  God  for  leaving  us  the  Bible  to 
help  us  through  our  Good  Fridays  without  which  we  would  have  no  Easter  - 
or  Thanksgiving. 

As  we  go  to  press,  we  have  been,  in  a  sense,  shocked  by  the  news  of  the  death 
of  Pope  Paul  VI;  and  pleased  at  the  election  of  his  successor,  Pope  John  Paul  I. 
Let  us  include  in  our  thanksgiving  prayers,  thanks  for  the  years  of  Pope  Paul's 
services,  and  ask  for  blessings  and  co-operation  of  the  people  of  the  world  for 
the  new  vicar  of  Christ,  Pope  John  Paul  I. 

Socrates  is  credited  with  saying  "Remember,  no  human  condition  is  ever 
permanent;  then  you  will  not  be  overjoyed  in  good  fortune,  nor  too  sorrowful 
in  misfortune." 


In  the  last  paragraph  of  the  article  on  page  2  of  our  last  issue  (Vol.  54,  No.  2), 
"The  ministry  of  listening  and  offering"  should  read  "The  ministry  of  listening 
and  affirming .  .  " 


The  Way  I  See  It 


HAPPY  THANKSGIVING! 


ERRATUM 
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S.O.S.  in 


Progress: 

L  9T8      Ei,a  m-  zink>  s°-s- 


Father  Comerford  and  Sister  Helen  Hayes. 


Sixty-seven  Sisters  of  Service  gathered 
at  Scarborough  on  July  7,  1978.  The 
Scarborough  Fathers  were  our  hosts  at 
their  centre  on  Kingston  Road.  We  had 
come  to  pray,  to  reflect,  to  elect  the 
administrative  officers  of  our  Institute 
and  to  begin  the  two-year  process  of  an 
open  General  Chapter. 

We  began  on  Friday  evening  with 
Father  William  Comerford,  C.Ss.R.,  who 
was  to  lead  us  in  a  weekend  of  reflec- 
tive prayer  in  preparation  for  our 
Chapter  of  Elections. 

Very  quietly,  very  gently,  Father 
Comerford,  from  the  depths  of  his  own 
obviously  prayerful  life,  led  us  in  con- 
siderations of  the  Fatherhood  of  God, 
the  indescribable  love  of  God  for  us, 
our  life  in  Jesus  and  in  the  Father,  and 
our  need  to  love  one  another.  "Beloved, 
let  us  love  one  another  for  love  is  of 
God;  and  he  who  loves  is  born  of  God 
and  knows  God.  He  who  does  not  love 
does  not  know  God:  for  God  is  love." 
(1  John,  3,7) 

Father  Comerford's  weekend  was  an 
ideal  preparation  for  the  serious  task 
of  electing  a  General  Council. 
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Sisters  Florence  Kelly,  Hilda  Lunney,  Helen  Hayes  (Sister  General), 
Marilyn  McDonald  and  Catherine  Schmeltzer. 


On  Monday,  July  10,  1978,  the  Sisters 
of  Service  held  the  first  Open  Chapter 
of  Elections,  The  Open  Chapter  means 
that  any  Sister  in  the  Institute  who 
wishes  or  is  able  to  may  attend  to  cast 
her  vote.  The  procedure  is  in  contrast 
to  the  customary  community-wide  vot- 
ing for  delegates  who,  in  turn,  voted  for 
the  Councillors. 

Council  Elected 

Last  winter  Sister  Helen  Hayes  was  re- 
elected Sister  General  by  a  mail-vote. 
Our  task  on  July  10  was  to  elect  her 
Councillors.  The  following  Sisters  were 
elected:  Sister  Hilda  Lunney  (Saint 
John,  N.B.),  First  Councillor  and 
Assistant  to  Sister  Hayes;  Sister  Marilyn 
MacDonald  (Edmonton,  Alberta); 


Sister  Catherine  Schmeltzer  (Malaig, 
Alberta) ,  and  Sister  Florence  Kelly, 
(Chepstow,  Ontario). 

On  Monday  evening  Father  Conleth 
Overman,  CP.,  of  Cincinnati,  Ohio, 
began  three-and-a-half  days  of  working 
with  us  in  initiating  our  first  Open 
Chapter  of  Affairs. 

Father  Overman  explained  that  an 
Open  Chapter  is  one  which  aims  at 
total  feasible  participation  by  members 
of  the  Institute.  It  is  a  second  level 
implementation  of  Vatican  II.  He  re- 
minded us  that  a  Chapter  is  a  salvific 
event. 

Father  Overman  outlined  the  three 
phases  through  which  we  must  work  our 
way  during  our  time  together:  (1)  The 
development  of  our  mission  and  goals 


The  best  cornerstone  of  a  country  is  the  hearthstone. 
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It  wasn't  all  work! 


A  candid  shot  of  some  Sisters  enjoying  the  social  hosted  by  the  Atlantic  Sisters. 


Congratulations  to  Sister  General  Helen  Hayes  and  Councillors. 


Veronica  Gillis,  C.  Schmeltzer,  Hilda  Lunney,  Peggy  McFadden,  Madge  Barton, 
Barbara  Kowalski,  Mary  Harding,  Hendrika  Haasen,  Joan  Coffey  and  Adua  Zampese. 
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(our  vision  of  our  Institute) ;  (2)  The 
response  of  the  Sisters  to  areas  of  con- 
cern and  goals  (an  ongoing  process) ; 
(3 )  The  continuation  of  this  process 
and  its  evaluation. 

During  the  three  days  we  spent  much 
time  in  reflection  and  dialogue,  in  con- 
sidering our  particular  charism,  in 
examining  our  goals,  mission,  aposto- 
late,  community  life,  formation  and 
conditions  of  retirement.  We  set  up  a 
design  for  procedure. 

Committees  Set  Up 

When  various  areas  of  concern  had  been 
isolated  and  voted  upon,  six  committees 
were  set  up.  One  area  of  concern  was 
assigned  to  each  committee  and  volun- 
teers were  called  for  to  serve  as  com- 
mittee members.  The  task  of  each 
committee  is  to  reflect  on  its  own  par- 
ticular issue  area,  and  bring  it  into 
focus  so  that  the  Community  at  large 
may  grab  hold  of  it.  The  Committees 
will  then  provide  dialogue  material, 
white  papers,  questionnaires  or  reflexion- 
naires. 

The  Steering  Committee  was  set  up 
to  do  secretarial  work,  collating,  ana- 
lyzing, sending  out  materials,  etc. 

At  another  Open  Chapter  meeting  in 
the  summer  of  1979  the  agenda  will  be 
chiefly  the  setting  of  goals  for  the  Insti- 
tute on  the  basis  of  the  study  done 
during  the  intervening  year.  The  Open 
Chapter  of  Affairs  will  formally  end 
during  the  summer  of  1980. 

Father  Overman  explained  that  an 
Open  Chapter  is  a  very  good  way  of 
exercising  collegial,  participative  gov- 
ernment. It  does  not,  in  any  way,  disturb 
the  standard  procedure  of  the  com- 
munity. Sister  General  and  her  Coun- 


Father  Conleth  Overman,  CP., 
celebrates  Mass. 

cillors  open  doors  and  facilitate  the 
smooth  working  of  the  Open  Chapter. 
"The  only  way  government  works," 
Father  Overman  explained,  "is  by  col- 
laboration." 

The  next  two  years  will  probably  be 
the  most  creative,  the  most  participative 
in  the  history  of  the  Sisters  of  Service. 
We  are  grateful  to  Sister  General  and 
her  out-going  Council  who  read  and 
accepted  the  signs  of  the  times;  to  the 
Scarborough  Fathers  and  their  staff 
whose  hospitality  provided  a  climate  in 
which  it  was  easy  and  pleasant  to  work; 
to  Father  Comerford  for  his  contribu- 
tion to  our  preparation  for  our  Chapter 
of  Elections,  and  to  Father  Overman  for 
his  masterly  guidance  and  expertise  in 
the  rationale,  implementation  and  pro- 
cedures of  an  Open  Chapter.  □ 


f  Whenever  you  dish  out  dirt,  you  lose  a  lot  of  ground 
no  one  cares  about 
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BISHOP'S  RESIDENCE 


P.O.  BOX  771 
GRAND  FALLS,  NEWFOUNDLAND 
A2A  2M4 

July  24, 1978 

Sister  Helen  Hayes,  S.O.S.  Superior  General 
10  Montcrest  Boulevard 
Toronto,  Ontario 

Dear  Sister  Hayes: 

Thank  you  for  your  letter  of  July  18, 1978  containing  the 
information  about  your  General  Chapter  and  the  names  of 
the  members  of  the  General  Council.  I  wish  you  and  your 
Council  every  success  in  all  your  undertakings  and 
decisions  and  the  abundance  of  God's  blessings. 

In  the  limitation  of  my  own  experience  the  unique 
charism  of  the  Sisters'  presence  in  the  field  of  the  pastoral 
ministry  is  very  evident  and  tangible.  I  would  like  to  be 
able  to  offer  every  Pastor  the  option  of  having  Sisters 
his  parish  staff/team.  While  your  Sisters  have  done  and 
are  doing  excellent  work  in  the  Catechetics  by 
Correspondence,  the  pastoral  spin-off  from  their  personal 
contacts  with  these  people  is  very  enriching  for  all 
involved,  especially  the  image  of  the  Church. 

With  renewed  good  wishes  and  union  in  prayer, 

Faithfully  in  the  Lord, 

Alphonsus  L.  Penney, 
Bishop  of  Grand  Falls. 


My  friend  Guadalupe's  mother-in-law  washing  the  family  laundry 
by  the  river.  She  has  just  finished  washing  a  beautiful  hand-made 
blanket  that  Guadalupe  gave  me  as  a  souvenir. 


A  Time  For  Gifts 

Jacques  Johnson,  O.M.I. 
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One  evening  I  had  the  pleasure  of  being 
invited  again  for  dinner  at  my  Indian 
friend's  place  in  Sisoguichi,  a  small  town 
in  the  Mexican  Sierra  Mountains.  After 
the  usual  meal  of  tortillas,  recooked 
beans  and  rice,  my  friend  Guadalupe 
decided  that  gift  time  had  arrived  and 
that  he  would  be  giving  and  I  would  be 
receiving. 

I  was  quite  overwhelmed  at  the 
generous  display  of  friendship  that  he 
expressed  through  gifts.  He  had  his  wife 
empty  a  couple  of  beautiful  hand-made 
potteries,  typically  decorated  by  the 
local  Tarahumara  Indians,  that  was  used 
currently  in  their  kitchen.  One  con- 
tained sugar,  I  believe,  and  the  larger 
one,  dried  beans. 

He  then  took  the  two  hand-carved 
wooden  ladles  that  hung  on  the  wall  and 
gave  them  to  me.  He  also  produced  an 
exquisitely  woven  basket  with  cover  in 
which  the  cooked  tortillas  were  kept.  By 
that  time  I  was  fairly  protesting,  Es 
iiutcho,  es  mucho!,  but  in  spite  of  my 
protests  that  it  was  too  much  and  that  I 
was  more  than  grateful  with  one  or  two 
items  as  a  souvenir,  he  kept  on  piling 
things  in  front  of  me  on  the  table.  I 
thought  he  was  going  to  empty  his 
house  of  its  best  artifacts  and  he  did 
precisely  that. 

An  Impressive  Gift 

He  handed  me  three  hand-carved 
wooden  balls  that  the  Tarahumaras  use 
in  their  races,  their  only  sports  event. 
He  gave  me  an  Indian  skirt  and  a  blouse 
that  the  girls  and  women  of  his  country 
wear.  But  the  most  impressive  gift  he 
kept  for  the  end:  a  beautiful  woolen 
blanket  that  a  man  from  Nakeachi, 
seven  kilometers  way,  had  woven  on  a 


primitive  loom  with  wool  shorn  off  the 
local  sheep.  Since  they  have  black  sheep 
as  well  as  white  ones,  he  suggested  that 
I  might  prefer  the  black  one  that  he 
pulled  off  a  bed.  But  he  hinted  some- 
what strongly  that  I  take  the  white  one 
which  was  new  while  the  black  one  was 
fairly  worn  out. 

I  became  deeply  aware  of  how  difficult 
it  is  to  receive  and  how  easier  it  is  to 
give.  This  man  was  literally  stripping 
his  home  to  express  to  me  his  love,  his 
friendship  and  his  gratitude.  He  was 
not  giving  me  of  his  over-abundance  as 
I  had  done  with  him;  but  he  was  digging 
into  his  dire  necessities  and  that  of  his 
family  in  order  to  offer  me  meaningful 
presents.  I  knew  that  the  blanket  kept 
him  or  his  children  warm  at  night  while 
I  had  more  blankets  than  I  could  use. 
And  yet,  even  though  I  was  deeply  torn 
in  my  heart,  these  were  gifts  that  I 
could  not  refuse,  and  that  humbly, 
gratefully,  and  deeply  moved  I  accepted. 

With  the  gift  of  that  blanket  I  took 
with  me  the  little  shepherds  that  I  saw 
one  evening,  prodding  their  small  herd 
of  sheep  and  goats  home  across  a  rock- 
strewn  field  and  through  a  small  stream. 
I  also  took  with  me  the  people  who 
owned  these  sheep  and  who  sheared  the 
sheep  of  their  wool. 

The  Fruit  of  Their  Labor 

With  the  blanket  also  came  the  Indian 
women  of  that  community,  who  for  me, 
spent  countless  hours,  painfully  and 
with  rudimentary  means,  carded  the 
wool  and  spun  it  into  endless  white 


f  Wishing  yourself  in  someone  else's  shoes  is  a  sure  sign  that  you  can't 
stand  on  your  own  feet 
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woolen  threads.  The  blanket  also  car- 
ried within  itself  the  long  tiring  hours  of 
Senor  Hiello  who,  bent  over  his  loom, 
labored  endlessly  so  that  I  might  have 
the  pleasure  of  bringing  the  fruit  of  his 
labor  to  my  home. 

Guadalupe  also  insisted  that  the 
blanket  be  washed  in  spite  of  my  pro- 
tests. The  following  day  I  went  to  the 
river  and  saw  many  women  in  their 
brightly-colored  dresses  doing  their 
laundry  bent  over  the  river's  edge,  scrub- 
bing and  rinsing.  Over  the  fence,  drying 
in  the  sun,  was  my  blanket,  freshly 
washed  in  the  river  by  Guadalupe's 
mother-in-law.  The  little  old  woman 
was  still  there,  tirelessly  rinsing  clothes 
in  the  ice-cold  water.  My  blanket  also 
carries  her  love  disguised  in  selfless 
efforts  at  washing  a  very  heavy  blanket 


in  the  frigid  but  crystal  clear  waters  of 
a  little  Mexican  river. 

As  I  dug  into  my  past  I  could  not 
remember  ever  having  received  such  a 
meaningful  and  rich  present.  It  hap- 
pened to  come  from  one  who  had  the 
least.  I  think  that  I  learned  from  the 
poor  a  great  deal  that  evening  about  the 
art  of  giving.  □ 

(To  be  continued) 


The  Ottawa  YM-YWCA  and  Me 
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Driving  along  O'Connor  Street  that  day, 
almost  three  years  ago,  I  asked  myself, 
what  do  you  know  about  either  the 
YM  or  YWCA?  The  answer  was  - 
nothing,  except  they  were  places  where 
seme  people  went  to  swim.  And  I  was 
on  my  way  to  be  interviewed  for  the 
job  of  Public  Relations  Director  for  the 
Ottawa  YM-YWCA. 

Maybe  it  was  better  that  way.  Maybe 
it  was  a  good  thing  that  I  went  to  the 
Y  with  no  previous  knowledge  of  what 
the  Association  was  all  about.  I  had  to 
embark  on  a  voyage  of  discovery  and 
now,  three  years  later,  the  discovery  is 
still  on-going. 

As  a  Montrealer,  my  only  memory  of 
the  Y's  in  that  city  is  that  they  were 
places  to  which  Catholics  did  not  go. 
But  that  was  Montreal.  Catholic  friends 
of  mine  from  Ottawa,  Toronto,  Winni- 
peg and  Edmonton  went  to  the  Y  from 
early  childhood.  Now,  of  course,  atti- 
tudes have  changed,  ecumenism  has 
become  to  some  extent  a  reality,  and 
Catholics,  whether  as  staff,  volunteers 
or  program  participants,  are  very  much 
a  part  of  the  Association  in  whatever 
part  of  the  country,  indeed  of  the 
world,  because  the  Y  functions  in  virtu- 
ally every  country  outside  the  Iron 
Curtain. 

So  what  is  the  purpose  of  the  Y,  what 
are  its  goals  -  in  short,  what  is  it  all 
about? 

YMCA  Born  in  London 

During  the  Industrial  Revolution  hun- 
dreds of  boys  and  young  men  flocked 
into  London  to  work  in  factories,  mills, 
et  cetera.  George  Williams  was  a  clerk 
in  his  twenties  who  became  much  con- 
cerned about  the  spiritual  well-being  of 
these  young  people.  He  formed  a  club 


A  pre-schooler  having  fun 
in  the  preschool  gym. 


f  All  of  us  work  for  the  government  but  only  some  of  us  get  paid  for  it 
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for  Bible  reading  and  study  and  the 
YMCA  was  born. 

Gradually  the  program  expanded  to 
include  academic  as  well  as  Bible  study, 
physical  fitness  and  recreation.  George 
Williams  eventually  became  Sir  George 
Williams  after  whom  a  university  in 
Montreal  is  called  as  well  as,  at  least, 
one  college  in  the  United  States.  As 
years  passed  the  YMCA  explored  areas 
of  social  concern  and  tailored  programs 
to  meet  community  needs.  From  its 
world  headquarters  in  Geneva,  the  Y 
sends  workers  into  many  developing 
countries  and  maintains  a  working  con- 
tact with  the  various  National  Councils 
of  the  YM  world-wide. 

About  the  same  time  as  George 
Williams  was  pioneering  his  little  group 
in  London,  Emma  Robarts,  who  lived 
in  a  remote  English  village,  was  as  con- 
cerned as  George  Williams,  but  the 
objects  of  her  concern  were  the  young 
girls  going  to  London  to  find  jobs  for 
which  they  were  totally  unprepared. 
There  was  nothing  of  a  tangible  nature 
that  Emma  could  do,  so  she  gathered  a 
group  of  women  nd  girls  around  her 
and  formed  a  prayer-union  to  pray  for 
the  welfare  of  young  women,  in  all 
walks  of  life. 

After  Florence  Nightingale  had  gone 
to  the  Crimea  there  was  a  great  upsurge 
of  young  women  who  wished  to  follow 
her.  They  too  came  to  London,  often 
to  wait  weeks  and  months  before  being 
sent  overseas.  Many  of  these  young 
women  had  led  very  protected  lives; 
for  many  it  was  their  first  time  away 
from  home  and  family.  The  accommo- 
dations found  for  them  in  London 
were  not  always  desirable,  to  say  the 
least.  Enter  Lady  Kinniard,  a  dynamic 


Englishwoman  who,  with  the  help  of 
her  husband,  succeeded  in  establishing 
a  residence  for  girls  destined  for  the 
Crimea. 

Expanded  Programs 

By  the  time  the  Crimean  War  was  over 
in  1 856  a  vastly  increased  number  of 
girls  and  young  women  were  coming  to 
London  to  seek  work.  The  scope  of  the 
nurses'  home  was  expanded  and  three 
years  later  there  were  four  such  homes 
with  programs  which  included  far 
more  than  the  original  board  and 
lodging. 

In  1 877  an  historic  meeting  took  place 
between  Emma  Robarts  and  Lady 
Kinniard.  Following  this  one  and  only 
meeting  between  the  two  women,  their 
respective  groups  were  amalgamated 
under  the  name  Young  Women's  Chris- 
tian Association,  borrowed  from  the 
already  well-known  YMCA. 

The  YMCA  came  to  North  America 
in  1851  where  associations  were  formed 
in  both  Montreal  and  Boston.  In  1 870 
the  first  Canadian  YWCA  was  begun 
in  Saint  John,  N.B.  The  YM  appeared 
in  Ottawa  in  1 867,  the  YW  in  1 892. 
The  two  associations  amalgamated  in 
the  National  Capital  in  1964. 

Down  the  years  many  things  have 
changed  in  both  associations  but  the 
purpose  and  goals  have  always  remained 
constant  and  are  clearly  defined  in  the 
Ottawa  Y's  statement  of  purpose: 

"Enriched  by  its  Christian  heritage 
and  strengthened  by  its  world-wide 
identity,  the  Ottawa  Young  Men's 
and  Young  Women's  Christian 
Association  seeks  to  provide  indi- 
viduals with  opportunities  for 


f  Let  us  see  to  it  that  our  speech  is  always  kind  and  never  seasoned  with  vinegar. 
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personal  development  and  to  foster 
their  sense  of  responsibility  to  one 
another  and  to  the  local,  national 
and  world  community." 

The  manner  in  which  the  Ottawa  Y 
wcrks  to  uphold  its  purpose  and  achieve 
its  goals  has  been  the  object  of  my 
voyage  of  discovery  during  the  past 
three  years. 

It  would  be  impossible  in  an  article 
like  this  to  describe  all  the  programs 
which  the  Y  offers  in  the  pursuit  of  its 
goals.  But  there  are  three  things  I  wish 
to  emphasize  about  the  Ottawa  Y,  and 
it  must  be  remembered  that  I  write  only 
about  Ottawa  since  this  is  the  only 
Association  I  really  know. 

The  YM-YWCA  is  an  association  of 
volunteers.  Volunteers  make  up  our 
Board  of  Directors,  our  various  commit- 
tees, and  assist  in  running  a  majority  of 
our  programs.  Volunteers  make  policy, 
staff  implement  it.  This  juxtaposition  of 
staff  with  volunteers  could  give  rise  to 
ticklish  situations.  Not  here.  The  part- 
nership between  staff  and  volunteers 
works  extraordinarily  well;  the 
relations  between  the  two  groups  are 
warm  and  cordial. 

No  Ghettoes  in  the  Y 

Secondly,  there  are  no  ghettoes  in  the  Y. 
The  thrust  of  our  programs  is  towards 
integration.  For  example,  our  Special 
Nc  eds  program  is  for  the  physically, 
mentally  and  emotionally  handicapped. 
Under  the  direction  of  qualified  staff 
persons,  volunteers  work  with  program 
participants  on  a  one-to-one  basis  with 
a  view  to  the  participants'  integration 
into  regular  programming  whether  it  is 
camping,  aquatics,  or  whatever. 

Our  Headstart  children  are  not  separ- 


ated from  but  integrated  into  our  regu- 
lar pre-school  programs  -  nursery 
school,  day-care,  after-four  -  so  that 
these  youngsters  who  are  usually  dis- 
advantaged and  socially  deprived  can 
become  part  of  the  normal  world  of 
childhood  with  the  support  and,  quite 
often,  the  active  help  of  their  peers. 
The  third  point  I  wish  to  make  is  that 

Y  people  are  caring  people.  One  of  the 
qualities  of  Y  staff  which  has  most  im- 
pressed me  is  the  degree  of  dedication 
which  is  found  in  all  of  them.  Fre- 
quently the  people  who  work  here  grew 
up  with  the  Y,  they  went  through  the 
Leaders'  Training  program  as  teenagers. 
They  became  junior  counsellors  at 
camps  or  in  fun-clubs.  They  went  to 
university,  often  working  here  part-time 
as  students;  they  graduated  and  came 
"home"  to  the  Y  as  staff  members.  The 

Y  is  a  demanding  employer.  We  are 
chronically  understaffed  due  to  budget 
restrictions.  Nor  do  people  work  at  the 

Y  to  become  rich. 

There  is  something  about  this  Y  which 
inspires  a  strong  belief  in  the  Associa- 
tion's goals.  There  is  something  about 
it  which  develops  a  caring  attitude 
toward  our  community  and  our  clients. 
There  is  something  about  it  which  con- 
vinces me  that  I,  as  a  Sister  of  Service, 
am  directly  involved  in  one  form  of 
the  S.O.S.  apostolate. 

I  have  written  almost  nothing  about 
the  multiplicity  of  programs  offered  by 
the  Y  but  that  information  can  be 
found  easily.  I  hope  what  I  have  given 
is  an  insight  into  the  philosophy  and 
spirit  of  the  Y  which  must  be  responsible 
for  its  long,  healthy  life  and  for  the 
spread  of  the  Association  around  the 
globe.  □ 


f  It's  O.K.  to  drink  like  a  fish  -  if  you  drink  what  a  fish  drinks 
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Summer  at 
Queen  Street 
Mental  Health 
Centre 


Once  again  for  the  months  of  May, 
June  and  July  I  am  involved  as  a 
supervisor  in  Clinical  Pastoral  Educa- 
tion. For  12  exciting  but  very  demand- 
ing weeks  I  am  involved  deeply  and 
significantly  in  the  lives  of  six  people 
preparing  themselves  for  Ministry. 

Clinical  Pastoral  Education  has  been 
recognized  as  being  a  crucially  import- 
ant component  in  ministerial  training 
for  nearly  half  a  century.  However,  in 
the  last  decade  it  has  experienced  a 


v/ider  acceptance  than  ever  before.  So 
much  so  that  the  majority  of  seminaries 
require  a  basic  three  months  training 
experience  as  a  prerequisite  for  ordi- 
nation. 

C.P.E.  owes  its  origin  to  the  vision 
and  enterprise  of  Anton  Boisen.  Mr. 
Boisen  was  himself  a  tragic  figure  in 
many  respects.  He  experienced  several 
severe  episodes  of  insanity  and  was  on 
numerous  occasions  a  patient  in  state 
mental  hospitals.  But  he  was  also  a 
gifted  theological  educator  who  worked 
through  his  own  mental  anguish  in  a 
creative  way.  It  was  out  of  the  depths 
of  his  own  spiritual  pain  that  he  began 
to  grasp  how  much  wounded  people 
could  teach  pastors  in  their  preparation 
for  ministry.  It  was  Boisen  who  con- 
ceived the  idea  of  chaplaincy  training 
which  would  give  future  ministers  the 
chance  to  study,  not  more  books  but 
people  ...  or  the  "living  human  docu- 
ments," to  quote  Boisen. 

Rare  Opportunity 

The  setting  at  Queen  Street  Mental 
Health  Centre  offers  a  rare  opportunity 
for  my  students  to  study  the  dynamics 
of  human  behavior  and  personality. 
Through  continuous  involvement  with 
patients  and  staff,  their  peers  and  me, 


A  weak  person  goes  where  he  is  smiled  at 


15 


the  students  expect  to  experience  growth 
both  in  professional  competence  and 
personal  integration. 

There  are  six  students  in  all:  Peggy 
McFadden,  a  bilingual  Maritimer  who  is 
a  novice  with  the  Sisters  of  Service; 
Bob  Fitzgerald,  a  Jesuit  Priest  on  Sab- 
batical study  leave;  John  Cheng,  a 
Chinese  Roman  Catholic,  who  is  not 
quite  sure  what  he  wants  to  do;  Jim 
Brown,  a  lieutenant  in  the  militia  and  an 
ordinand  for  the  Anglican  Church;  Alan 


THE  REDEMPTORISTINES 

O.Ss.R. 

THE  REDEMPTORISTINES  are  a  community  of  contemplative  religious 
women,  whose  entire  life  is  a  response  to  the  Father's  love,  through  Jesus, 
in  the  spirit. 

Founded  in  Scala,  Italy  on  Pentecost  Sunday,  1731,  the  Redemptoristines 
(Nuns  of  the  Order  of  the  Most  Holy  Redeemer)  are  wholly  orientated  to  con- 
templation, to  a  life  of  prayer  and  of  worship  in  community. 

St.  Alphonsus  Liguori  collaborated  with  Venerable  Mother  Maria  Celeste  in 
the  foundation  of  that  first  community  in  Scala,  and  the  Order  spread  rapidly. 

The  community  of  nuns  residing  in  Fort  Erie,  Ontario,  is  a  foundation  from 
the  Chudleigh,  England,  community.  On  their  arrival  from  England,  the  four 
foundresses  (Mother  Mary  Paul,  Mother  Mary  Celeste,  Sister  Mary  Veronica 
and  Sister  Mary  Anne  Joseph)  were  cordially  assisted  by  the  Sisters  of  Service 
in  moving  into  a  residence  at  149  St.  George  Street,  Toronto,  which  was  se- 
cured for  them  by  the  Redemptorists  of  the  Toronto  Province.  It  was  August  1, 
1947,  the  feast  of  their  Father  Founder,  St.  Alphonsus,  and  the  silver  jubilee 
year  of  the  founding  of  the  Sisters  of  Service. 

Toronto  was  a  temporary  residence,  and  the  nuns  had  to  make  several 
moves  -  to  Barrie,  to  Keswick,  and  to  Morrow  Park,  Willowdale,  where  they 
were  charitably  received  in  the  Motherhouse  of  the  Sisters  of  St.  Joseph.  Then, 
in  July  1976,  they  were  fortunate  in  locating  in  their  own  present  residence 
facing  the  mighty  Niagara  River. 

The  years  between  1947  and  1976  were  marked  by  three  Foundations  made 
by  these  nuns:  Esopus,  N.Y.,  1957;  Liguori,  Missouri,  1960;  and  Redhead, 
N.S.W.,  Australia,  1965.  All  three  daughter  Houses  are  thriving. 

The  celebration  of  the  Eucharist  and  of  the  Divine  Office  are  focal  points  in 
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Peggy  McFadden 


McLean,  a  United  Churchman,  who  is 
looking  for  some  appropriate  outlet 
for  his  pastoral  ministry,  and  Jim 
Dowden,  a  student  at  Emanuel  College 
and  seeking  ordination  with  the  United 
Church. 

They  are  a  dynamic  and  stimulating 
group  of  people  and  I  admire  their 
commitment  to  ministry.  I  also  appreci- 
ate the  privilege  that  is  mine  in  having 
a  part  in  their  theological  training. 

-  Ion  H.  Brown 


Take  my  hand  Lord,  for  I  am  weak, 

Only  you  can  make  me  strong. 
Wipe  my  tears  I  need  acceptance 

Help  me  right  what  I've  done  wrong. 
Help  me  Lord  to  be  more  loving, 

Others  need  to  see  Your  light  of  love 
Shining  from  within  the  depth  of  me. 
Thank  you  Lord  that  you  are  able 

To  take  the  worst  of  me 
And  in  the  process  of  your  loving 

Help  me  reach  and  touch  humanity. 

-  MAUREEN  FOX 


the  daily  life  of  the  nuns.  These  communal  celebrations  are  deepened  by  their 
hours  of  private  and  communal  prayer.  Each  day,  too,  opportunity  is  provided 
for  work  and  relaxation,  for  sharing  and  fellowship,  for  pondering  the  Scrip- 
tures. 

The  nuns  work  to  support  themselves,  doing  work  that  is  compatible  with 
the  rhythm  of  their  life  of  contemplative  prayer.  They  engage  themselves  in 
the  making  of  and  rental  of  Confirmation  gowns,  of  soutanes  for  Priests,  and  of 
robes  for  the  Knights  of  the  Holy  Sepulchre. 

Their  apostolate  of  prayer  is  well  known  through  their  Association  of  Our 
Mother  of  Perpetual  Help.  The  nuns  maintain  a  lamp  perpetually  burning  before 
her  Icon  in  their  chapel.  Anyone  is  free  to  join  in  the  Association  and  to  thus 
benefit  from  the  graces  of  Our  Blessed  Mother  dispensed  through  the  inter- 
cessory prayers  of  the  nuns. 

The  nuns  extend  a  welcome  to  young  women  who  are  desirous  of  a  con- 
templative way  of  life.  A  mature,  single  young  woman  in  good  health,  with 
college  or  working  experience  is  invited  to  search  out  her  vocation  by  a  visit 
to  the  Monastery.  She  can  join  with  the  nuns  in  their  daily  life  of  prayer  and 
work,  and  discuss  her  aspirations  and  her  "call"  with  them,  to  discover  The 
Father's  Plan  and  Design  for  her  life  and  to  find  support  and  encouragement 
in  saying  her  "yes"  to  Him. 

Redemptoristine  Nuns 

Monastery  of  the  Most  Holy  Redeemer 

Box  771,  R.R.  #7 

Fort  Erie,  Ontario  L2A  5M4,  Canada 
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A 

Risky 
Business 


Have  you  taken  any  risks  lately?  I  mean 
the  kind  of  risk  that  lays  you  right 
open  to  new  experiences. 

There  is  an  enterprise  that  specializes 
in  offering  precisely  these  kinds  of  risk 
to  clergymen  and  theological  students. 
It  offers  a  program  that  invites  its 
participants  to  grapple  at  once  with  the 
core  issues  of  ministry  and  the  clergy- 
man's own  inner  dynamics. 

And  this  is  risky?  You'd  better  believe 
it.  There  is  no  saying  what  might  hap- 
pen when  a  clergyman  starts  taking 
ministry  seriously.  All  kinds  of  energy 
is  unleashed  when  he  discards  his 
sterial  caricature  and  claims  his  own 
robust  humanity. 

The  setting  for  this  risk  in  ministry 
experience  is  the  Queen  Street  Mental 
Health  Centre.  It  stands  in  a  seedy, 
noisy,  colorful  quarter  of  the  city  of 
Toronto.  For  more  than  a  century  it 
has  offered  both  sanctuary  and  hope  to 
an  endless  stream  of  desperate  men 
and  women. 

Currently  the  Centre  is  in  the  midst 
of  tremendous  upheaval.  It  is  leaving 
forever  the  grim,  scarred,  decaying 
buildings  that  link  it  with  another  era. 
IAN  H.  BROWN  It  is  stepping  into  sparkling  concrete 

and  glass  structures  that  hopefully  will 
mean  an  improvement  of  its  services  to 
the  community. 

Needy  Human  Community 

From  Scarborough  Missions  However,  one  fact  of  life  remains  con- 

stant in  spite  of  the  changes.  Queen 
Street  Mental  Health  Centre  continues 
to  be  a  needy  human  community  wide 
open  to  Christian  ministry.  For  a  num- 
ber of  years  now  the  chaplains'  depart- 
ment has  been  active  and  effective  in 
taking  the  compassion  of  Christ  to  hun- 
dreds of  men  and  women  who  have 


f  A  scandal  is  a  tornado  started  by  a  couple  of  windbags 


been  left  "half  dead"  by  a  callous 
society. 

Heading  up  this  chaplains'  department 
is  a  maverick  Anglican  priest.  With  his 
long  greying  hair,  his  lush  sideburns 
his  bright  mod  clothes  and  swinging 
style,  Bert  Massiah  sets  the  mood  for 
his  department.  Its  job  is  to  share  good 
news.  Under  Massiah's  leadership  this 
ministry  is  exercised  with  an  unlikely 
mixture  of  joy,  hardnosed  realism,  love 
and  guts. 

Integrated  into  this  highly  functional 
ministry  is  a  well-developed  program 
of  Supervised  Pastoral  Education.  This 
is  the  official  structure  which  promotes 
the  "risk  in  ministry"  experience.  Fully 
accredited  with  the  Canadian  Council 
for  Supervised  Pastoral  Education,  the 
program  at  Queen  Street  offers  training 
up  to  the  level  of  Chaplain  Supervisor. 

There  are  three  phases  to  the  pro- 
gram. 

The  first  offers  to  seminarians  an  ele- 
mentary level  of  training  in  pastoral  min- 
istry. This  involves  one-half  day  per  week 
for  24  weeks  and  takes  place  during 
regular  term  time.  Many  seminaries 
regard  this  as  a  credit  course  and  a  pre- 
requisite for  graduation. 

'Make-or-break  Experience' 

The  second  phase  is  the  very  intensive 
three-month,  ffve-days-a-week.  Begin- 
ning Quarter,  held  during  May,  June 
and  July.  This  is  the  real  tough,  make- 
or-break  experience,  demanding  of  its 
students  the  willingness  to  risk  every- 
thing. 

Six  students  and  one  supervisor  form 
the  essential  ingredients  for  this  course. 
The  students  are  either  parish  clergy, 
chaplains  (male  or  female) ,  or  theo- 
logical students  getting  ready  for  ordi- 


nation. The  students  are  assigned  to 
specific  wards  of  the  hospital.  Their 
mandate  is  clear.  They  are  responsible 
to  deliver  ministry  to  everyone  involved 
in  the  life  of  that  ward. 

The  key  to  their  learning  is  their 
relationship  with  the  supervisor.  He  is 
consultant,  catalyst,  confidant,  devil's 
advocate  and  teacher,  all  rolled  into  one. 

The  program  itself  utilizes  several 
learning  tools.  The  most  obvious  is  the 
written  verbatim  report  of  an  actual 
pastoral  counselling  situation.  Through 
his  supervisor's  frank  comments  on  these 
reports  and  their  exposure  in  role- 
playing  seminars,  the  student's  function- 
ing is  kept  under  constant  scrutiny. 

Weekly  the  students  must  submit  for 
comment  a  Critical  Incident  Report 
dealing  with  the  major  crisis  of  the  past 
week.  This  exercise  allows  the  student 
to  start  the  difficult  and  often  painful 
process  of  assessing  his  own  inner 
workings.  He  becomes  aware  of  himself 
as  a  person  with  certain  strengths  and 
weaknesses.  He  begins  to  catch  himself 
in  moments  of  stress  and  so  measures  his 
ability  to  cope  with  anxiety,  joy,  anger, 
depression,  etc. 

In  addition,  there  are  two  major 
assignments  which  test  the  student's 
ability  to  observe,  conceptualize  and 
evaluate.  The  first  of  these  is  a  case 
study  of  a  fellow  student.  This  has  the 
added  expectation  that  the  student 
develop  at  least  one  in-depth  relation- 
ship during  his  training.  The  second 
assignment  is  a  sociological  study  of  his 
ward.  This  causes  the  student  to  take  an 
overview  of  the  total  interaction  of  the 
setting  in  which  his  ministry  is  being 
practised.  These  assignments  plus 
selected  reading  and  a  few  lectures. 


f  The  highest  form  of  intelligence  is  common  sense 
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form  the  technique  oriented,  intellectual 
imput  into  the  program. 

A  Significant  Relationship 

At  the  gut-level  the  student  is  expected 
to  commit  himself  to  significant  rela- 
tionships with  patients,  staff,  his  super- 
visor and  peers.  It  is  with  his  supervisor 
and  peers  that  most  of  the  interpersonal 
work  is  done.  Weekly  each  student 
meets  with  his  supervisor  for  one  hour 
of  personal  supervision.  There  is  no  set 
agenda.  Anything  goes.  The  responsi- 
bility rests  largely  on  the  student  to 
exploit  his  supervisor's  expertise  to  his 
own  benefit.  Daily  the  students  and  the 
supervisor  meet  for  one  and  a  half  hours 
on  group  sensitivity  training.  In  many 
ways  this  daily  group  process  is  the 
base  on  which  the  entire  program  rests. 

It  is  the  group  process  that  seeks  to 
help  the  student  integrate  into  his 
functioning  everything  that  happens  to 
him  during  training.  The  focus  is  him- 
self in  responsible  relationship  with  his 
peers.  He  is  held  strictly  accountable 
for  his  opinions,  feelings  and  actions. 
This  is  the  real  eyeball-to-eyeball  stuff. 
It  is  sheer,  honest-to-goodness,  sweaty, 
hard  work.  Above  all  it  requires  that 
every  member  of  the  group  take  a  risk 
with  himself.  It  means  taking  the  risk 
of  being  absolutely  honest,  trusting  and 
vulnerable.  Painful  though  this  experi- 
ence is,  the  rewards  to  the  committed 
clergyman  are  immeasurable.  For  most 
it  starts  a  process  of  exciting  personal 
growth  and  opens  up  new  dimensions 
of  effectiveness  in  ministry. 

The  third  phase  of  training  offered  at 
Queen  Street  is  the  residency  program. 
This  phase  is  open  to  students  who 
should  have  completed  at  least  one- 
quarter  of  Beginning  training.  Ideally, 
students  in  this  program  should  also 
have  substantial  practical  parish  experi- 
ence behind  them. 


Residency  Program 

The  residency  program  includes  all  the 
features  of  the  Beginning  Quarter  as 
outlined  above.  There  are  two  main  dif- 
ferences. First  the  residency  "year"  lasts 
from  September  to  April,  thus  giving 
students  time  for  assimilation  and  re- 
flection. Second,  because  students  are 
generally  more  experienced  they  are 
expected  to  work  more  intensively,  in  a 
less  structured  routine  and  on  their  own 
initiative.  There  is  a  lot  of  elasticity  in 
this  program.  Each  student  can  have  a 
significant  say  in  the  content  of  his 
training.  He  can  tailor  his  training  to 
suit  his  own  vocational  goals. 

Some  people  use  the  residency  pro- 
gram as  a  way  of  upgrading  their 
functioning  as  parish  priests.  Others 
are  definitely  seeking  accreditation 
as  institutional  chaplains.  Yet  others 
arc  aiming  to  become  Chaplain 
Supervisors. 

This  kind  of  program  provides  an 
excellent  way  of  using  a  sabbatical  leave 
from  parish  or  institutional  ministry. 
Quite  a  number  of  missionaries  on 
furlough  have  also  participated  in  the 
program.  It  is  important  that  students 
should  be  free  from  outside  commit- 
ments if  they  are  to  benefit  fully  from 
the  training.  The  current  residency  pro- 
gram at  Queen  Street  can  accommodate 
up  to  six  students.  Four  of  these  resi- 
dency positions  carry  a  small  stipend. 

In  closing  it  should  be  stated  quite 
clearly  that  Supervised  Pastoral  Edu- 
cation is  not  suitable  for  every  clergy- 
man. But  if  you  are  anxious  to  grow 
and  ready  to  gamble  with  yourself  as 
part  of  your  commitment  to  ministry, 
then  you  are  ready  for  a  "risk  in 
ministry"  experience  at  Queen  Street 
Mental  Health  Centre.  □ 
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/  feel .../'/?  some  mysterious  way 
that  there  is  a  calling. 

"Tears  of  Silence" 


The  conditions  which  prevail  in  our  cities  and 
throughout  the  wide  stretches  from  the  Atlantic 
to  the  Pacific  are  a  challenge  to  the  apostolic 
spirit  of  our  Canadian  Catholics. 
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Christ  is  Light 


THE  WORD  was  the  true  light 
that  enlightens  all  men; 
and  he  was  coming  into  the  ivorld. 

John  1:9 
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LIKE  OTHERS  when  the  shocking  news  of  the  sudden  death  of  Pope  John 
.  PAUL  I  was  announced,  I  asked  myself  "Why?"  Such  a  tragedy  -  a  Pope 
who  had  captured  the  world  with  his  "smile  of  God"  and  his  subtle  humour. 

Would  the  message  of  this  "smiling  Pontiff"  have  come  through  so  clearly 
and  leave  such  an  impact  on  the  Universe  if  he  had  died  a  "Cardinal"  and  not 
a  Pope?  To  quote  Father  John  Pahls  of  Brewster,  N.Y.,  "I  believe  he  did  what 
he  was  raised  up  to  do  and  did  it  well." 

So  much  has  been  written  about  Pope  John  Paul  I  -  of  his  smile,  his  writ- 
ings and  his  humour.  He  is  quoted  as  saying,  "Good  prayers  are  like  good 
soap  -  capable  of  cleansing  us  all  and  making  us  into  saints."  What  a  thought  - 
in  viewing  our  TV  commercials  what  opportunities  for  recalling  this  point  and 
adjusting  our  priorities. 

Personally  I  believe  we  would  have  been  the  sad  losers  without  the  34  days 
of  John  Paul  I's  reign.  His  love  of  journalism,  literature,  and  his  attraction  for 
the  literary  works  of  Mark  Twain,  G.  K.  Chesterton,  Sir  Walter  Scott,  Dickens, 
Goethe  and  Plutarch,  to  mention  a  few.  His  imaginary  letters  to  Figaro,  Goldini, 
Mark  Twain  and  Dickens  should  be  classics  of  our  times  and  are  the  writings 
of  a  man  of  unusual  interest. 

John  Paul  I  has  said,  "Many  have  forgotten  that  a  Theologian  is  not  only  he 
who  speaks  of  God,  but  he  who  speaks  to  Him." 

It  has  been  said  of  John  Paul  that  he  was  a  man  at  peace  with  himself. 


Shattering  a  456-year  tradition  Polish  Cardinal  Karol  Wojtyla  was  elected  to  be 
our  Pope,  taking  the  name  of  John  Paul  II.  He  is  the  youngest  Pope  elected 
since  1846.  Much  has  been  written  of  Poland  and  our  new  Pope  from  "behind 
the  Curtain,"  a  poet,  amateur  actor,  an  athlete  who  loves  to  ski,  and  a  well- 
travelled  Cardinal  with  a  knowledge  of  many  languages. 


POPE  JOHN  PAUL 


In  peace  I  will  both  lie  down  and  sleep; 

for  thou  alone,  O  Lord,  makest  me  dwell  in  safety. 


Psalms  4:8 


POPE  JOHN  PAUL  II 
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A  Czech  Jesuit  in  exile  said  the  new  Pope  has  been  "more  dangerous  for 
Communists  than  Cardinal  Wyszynski,  because  he  combats  Marxism  also  on 
theoretical  grounds,  and  with  such  success  that  they  have  been  hard  put  to 
refute  his  arguments." 

Pope  John  Paul  II  has  said,  "Jesus  is  the  symbol  of  liberation  from  unjust 
socio-economic  structures,  but  he  is  also  a  sign  of  liberation  for  people  whose 
freedom  of  conscience  and  religion  has  been  withdrawn  or  strictly  limited." 

Coming  from  a  Communist  country  our  new  Pope  faces  the  problems  of  his 
predecessors  -  plus  a  few  more.  He  needs  our  prayers  and  support. 

LONG  LIVE  POPE  JOHN  PAUL  II! 

CHRISTMAS  BLESSINGS! 

This  being  the  Christmas  season  I  want  to  include  a  Christmas  mes- 
sage for  you.  It  is  a  message  from  John  Paul  I's  imaginary  letter  to 
Charles  Dickens.  Dickens  is  commended  on  his  writing  with  com- 
passion for  oppressed  people.  Scrooge  of  Dickens'  Christmas  Carol 
receives  censure  for  his  concern  is  only  for  money  and  business. 

Speaking  to  Scrooge,  Marley's  Ghost  blames  himself  because  he  had  not 
treated  the  people  with  more  humanity,  charity  and  benevolence  -  which 
should  have  been  his  business. 

The  writer  then  brings  Dickens  up  to  date  on  conditions  as  they  exist  in  this 
twentieth  century  -  making  comparisons  of  the  then  and  now. 

In  closing  he  says  that  in  following  Christ  Christians  must  openly  champion 
the  poor  people  above  all.  He  makes  a  plea  for  Solidarity  in  saying,  "We  are 
one  boat  full  of  people  who  are  no  longer  separated  by  great  distances  and 
different  customs,  but  the  sea  is  rough.  We  must  forget  our  differences  and 
think  of  what  unites  us  if  we  want  to  avoid  serious  trouble."  Today  the  whole 
world  is  a  poor  house  that  has  such  great  need  of  God! 

And  suddenly  there  was  with  the  angel  a  multitude  of 
the  heavenly  host  praising  God  and  saying, 
"Glory  to  God  in  the  highest, 

and  on  earth  peace  among  men  with  whom  he  is  pleased!" 

Luke  2:13-14 
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ST.  JOHN'S  HEALTH  CARE  COMPLEX 

Sod  Turning  at  Edson.,  Alberta 

By  Evelyn  Tunney,  S.O.S. 


At  2  p.m.,  Wednesday,  September  27th, 
we  gathered  in  front  of  St.  John's  Hos- 
pital in  Edson,  Alberta,  for  the  Sod 
Turning  event  for  our  new  Health  Care 
Complex. 

Plans  for  this  project  have  been  about 
five  years  in  the  formation,  which  has 
meant  many  hours  of  board  meetings, 
meetings  with  government  officials, 
search  and  research  on  architects,  plan- 
ning for  the  needs  of  the  community  for 
some  years  to  come. 

Mr.  Walter  Fowler,  Vice-Chairman 
of  the  Hospital  Board  made  the  intro- 
ductions of  the  visiting  guests  and  saw 
to  the  successful  conclusion  of  the  after- 
noon's program. 

There  was  a  minute  of  silent  prayer 
in  memory  of  Miss  Frances  Ciciarelli, 
Vice-Chairman  of  the  Edson  Nursing 
Home  District  No.  25  Board,  who  was 
buried  a  week  previously.  Frances  had 
been  an  active  member  for  some  years, 
both  of  the  Hospital  Board  and  the 
Nursing  Home  District  Board,  and  it 
was  felt  that  at  this  time  a  fitting  tribute 
should  be  made. 


The  Honorable  Gordon  T.  Miniely, 
Minister  of  Hospitals  and  Medical  Care, 
opened  the  St.  John's  Health  Care  Com- 
plex, with  remarks  on  this  project  which 
began  in  1969,  and  what  a  lot  of  time 
and  effort  has  gone  into  the  complex 
since  that  time;  with  an  additional  56 
new  beds,  50  beds  for  the  nursing  home 


Turning  the  Sod:  Sister  Mary  Roberts; 
Mrs.  Sarah  Harrison,  representing  Edson 
District  Senior  Citizens;  Honorable  Gordon 
T.  Miniely;  L.  B.  Halliwell,  Chairman 
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Sister  Kathleen  Allen,  Director  of  Nursing;  Les  Halliwell,  Chairman  of  Hospital  Board; 
Honorable  Gordon  Miniely,  Minister  of  Hospitals  and  Medical  Care;  Sister  Mary 
Roberts,  Sister  Brigid  Knopic,  and  Albert  Mercier,  Administrator.  Back  row:  R.  Schmidt, 
L.  Myggland,  Administrators,  Hinton  and  Jasper  Hospitals;  Walter  Fowler,  Vice- 
Chairman;  Frank  Magyar,  Hospital  Board;  Dr.  T.  Morgan;  Mr.  L.  Bergman  of  Bergman 
Construction,  and  Paul  O'Hara,  Hospital  Board 


and  six  beds  for  day  care.  An  emergency 
operating  room  will  be  part  of  the  new 
complex.  It  is  estimated  the  project  cost 
will  be  slightly  over  $4  million. 

The  participants  who  had  donned 
hard  hats  for  the  occasion  of  the  turn- 
ing of  the  sod,  were  Les  Halliwell, 
Nursing  Home  Board  Chairman;  The 
Honorable  Gordon  Miniely,  Minister  of 
Hospitals  and  Health  Care;  Mrs.  Sarah 
Harrison,  representing  the  long-time 
residents  of  Edson;  and  Sister  Mary  Ro- 
berts, representing  the  Sisters  of  Service, 
who  had  worked  so  hard  during  con- 
struction of  the  present  hospital. 

History  of  St.  John's 

Mr.  Halliwell,  in  his  remarks  reviewed 
the  history  of  St.  John's  saying,  in  part: 
"The  town  of  Edson  and  the  Vic- 


torian Order  of  Nurses  built  the  Lady 
Minto  Hospital  in  1914,  at  a  cost  of 
$5,000.  Built  on  the  same  property  as 
the  present  hospital  it  was  a  two  storey 
frame  building  with  a  ten  bed  capacity. 
It  served  as  an  emergency  centre  under 
the  direction  of  practical  nurses  and 
generous  women  of  the  town.  They 
nursed  patients  in  the  flu  epidemic  in 
1918. 

"1921:  The  VON  operated  the  hos- 
pital for  one  year.  It  was  the  only  hos- 
pital between  Edmonton  and  Kamloops. 
Miss  Reeves  and  her  assistant  found  the 
task  was  too  monumental,  and  they  re- 
signed. 

"1926:  Edson  General  Hospital  was 
transferred  to  the  Sisters  of  Service. 
This  abandoned  municipal  hospital  was 
so  dilapidated  by  this  time  that  snow 
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and  rain  came  through  the  operating 
room  sky  light. 

"Extensive  repairs  were  made,  the 
name  changed  to  St.  John's  in  memory 
of  a  generous  benefactor.  Conditions 
were  primitive  and  limited  space  made 
operation  very  difficult,  the  stretcher 
had  to  be  carried  up  and  down  stairs. 
Plans  were  soon  underway  for  a  new 
two-storey  brick  building  with  38  beds. 

"1931:  This  new  hospital  was  built 
at  a  cost  of  $90,000.  A  great  debt  as- 
sumed by  the  Sisters  in  those  depression 
years.  The  old  frame  building  served  as 
the  Sisters'  residence  until  1968. 

Buildings  Demolished 

"1969:  A  new  50  bed  active  treatment 
brick  building  at  the  cost  of  $1  million 
was  opened  in  December  1969.  The  first 
frame  hospital  and  second  brick  build- 
ing were  demolished  and  the  new  hos- 
pital was  built  on  the  same  lots." 

In  his  remarks,  Honorable  Gordon 
Miniely,  said  that  construction  should 
be  complete  in  12  to  13  months. 

(from  The  Edson  Leader) 


During  the  few  days  I  spent  in  Edson 
I  was  witness  to  the  commencement  by 
the  construction  company  of  our  new 
complex.  From  this  I  would  believe  this 
augurs  well  for  a  ribbon-cutting  cere- 
mony in  Edson  possibly  in  December 
1979,  God  willing! 

*     *  * 

Latest  news  from  Edson: 

The  new  construction  is  coming  along 
well  to  all  outside  appearances.  They 
have  been  working  for  several  weeks  on 
the  new  medical  centre  building.  Doctor 
Harrison  is  building  a  concrete  block,  a 
one-floor  building  and  down  on  the  west 
corner  of  the  block  Lib  Joy  is  building 
a  new  funeral  home  next  to  his  house. 

In  1971  Edson  wanted  growth  to  im- 
prove its  economy  and  in  1978  Edson 
wants  to  know  how  to  cope  with  growth. 
Edson  can  do  it  with  its  many  assets  of 
railway,  geographic  distance  from  Ed- 
monton, good  business  centre,  whole- 
sale, recreation  and  governmental  centre 
-  and  last  but  not  least  -  Edson's  in- 
genious people.  □ 


he  birds  of  the  air,  and  the  fish  of  the  sea, 

whatever  passes  along  the  paths  of  the  sea. 

O  Lord,  our  Lord, 

how  majestic  is  thy  name  in  all  the  earth! 

Psalms  8 


IN  MEMORIAM 


Sister  Rose  Jolicoeur,  R.N. 


On  the  morning  of  Sunday,  November 
5th,  Sister  Rose  Jolicoeur  died  as  she 
was  ready  to  be  wheeled  into  Chapel 
for  Mass  in  the  Sisters'  Chapel  at 
the  Niagara  Retirement  Manor  in  St. 
Catharines. 

Prayers  for  the  dead  were  said  on 
Tuesday  evening  in  the  Motherhouse 
Chapel.  Father  T.  Horvath,  S.J.,  said  in 
his  homily  that  he  believed  Sister  Joli- 
coeur was  leaving  three  thoughts  for  us : 
Thanks  -  for  the  gifts  she  received  but 
especially  for  fidelity  to  the  inspiration 
of  the  Spirit;  Progression  -  going  ahead 
in  the  ways  of  Christ  towards  our  eternal 


Evelyn  Tunney,  S.O.S. 

life;  and  Loving  -  beyond  the  needs  that 
hold  us  back  from  this  goal,  to  be  with 
God  forever. 

Burial  took  place  in  the  Sisters  of 
Service  plot  in  Mount  Hope  Cemetery 
following  the  funeral  Mass  on  Wednes- 
day, November  8th,  at  1  p.m.  in  the 
Motherhouse  Chapel. 

Sister  entered  the  Sisters  of  Service  on 
October  30th,  1932,  and  made  Final 
Vows  on  February  2nd,  1941.  Sister 
Jolicoeur  served  as  a  Registered  Nurse 
in  our  hospitals  in  Vilna  and  Edson, 
Alberta.  She  also  was  missioned  in 
Camp  Morton,  Manitoba;  Montreal  and 
Vancouver,  and  at  the  Motherhouse. 
Her  mission  was  also  one  of  suffering. 
She  was  afflicted  with  arthritis  for  years 
and  while  in  Vancouver  she  did  some 
volunteer  work  at  the  Arthritic  Clinic 
there,  where  she  was  helped  and  in  re- 
turn helped  others  with  her  cheery  dis- 
position and  laughter.  To  many  of  her 
friends  she  was  known  as  "Jolly". 

During  a  bout  of  pneumonia  I  was 
the  recipient  of  her  TLC  and  thankfully 
was  able  to  appreciate  her  jokes  and 
quips. 

A  former  classmate  of  Sister  has  this 
to  say  about  her:  "There  can  be  no 
sorrow  particularly  for  one  who  spread 
so  much  fun  in  life  and  living." 


"Of  what  did  you  treat  in  the  way  - 
in  the  way  through  the  valley  of  time 
to  your  homeland  of  eternity?" 

/.  E.  Moffat,  S.J. 
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A  Picture  Story 

Pilgrimage-Excursion 
Into  Living  History 

Fort  Ste.  Marie,  Sept.  23, 1978 

By  Marion  Haut,  S.O.S. 


Entrance  to  Ste.  Marie. 
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Pilgrims  leaving  Motherhouse  :  Sisters  pray  for  deceased  priests  and  religious. 

E.  Tunney,  H.  Lunney,  P.  McFadden, 
B.  DeMarsh  andd  M.  Haut. 


The  Church  Dedication  Plaque.  After  the  Mass:  The  Most  Rev.  Aloysius  M. 

Ambrozic,  Auxiliary  Bishop  of  Toronto, 
celebrant. 
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Sister  Haut  takes  notes  of  interest  while  talking  with  the  carpenter. 


Barn  and  farmers'  dwelling.  Seen  in  the  window,  Sister  Lunney. 
Sisters  M.  Francoeur  and  M.  Haut  in  the  foreground. 

Sainte-Marie  was  a  gallant  adventure  into  strange  lands,  with  hardship,  danger  and 
privation.  It  now  lives  as  one  of  the  great  chapters  of  Canadian  history.  It  is  an 
excursion  across  continents,  oceans,  centuries  and  historic  events.  Here  you  can 
explore,  touch,  listen,  learn  and  wonder. 

Sainte-Marie  was  reconstructed  as  a  major  educational  resource,  a  centre  for 
historical  studies,  research,  and  an  archival  repository  -  and  a  point-of -contact  for 
Canada's  founding  races. 

It  was  here  that  six  Canadian  martyrs  lived  and  were  slain  by  the  Iroquois  - 
St.  Jean  de  Brebeuf,  St.  Charles  Garnier,  St.  Gabriel  Lalemant,  St.  Antoine  Daniel, 
St.  Isaac  Jogues  and  St.  Noel  Chabanel. 

Canadian  Martyrs  pray  for  us. 
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A  Tarahumara  Burial 


By  Jacques  Johnson,  O.MJ. 


It  was  dusk  as  I  was  coming  back  from 
a  stroll,  into  Sisoguichi,  a  small  town  in 
North  West  Mexico,  when  I  met  one 
of  the  Marist  brothers  walking  towards 
me  with  three  or  four  young  men.  Actu- 
ally, they  were  preceding  a  burial  pro- 
cession going  to  the  cemetery.  Soon  I 
saw  a  pick-up  truck  rounding  the  corner. 
I  recognized  the  priest  sitting  in  front. 
In  the  back  was  the  casket  and  a  half- 
dozen  pall-bearers. 


I  enquired  who  had  died.  It  was  a 
saintly  old  woman  of  82,  I  found  out. 
She  had  no  close  relatives  present  as 
she  had  come  from  another  village  per- 
haps 40  years  ago.  I  asked  if  I  could 
come  along,  "Como  no?"  was  their  ans- 
wer as  I  started  with  them. 

There  was  a  long  line  of  people  fol- 
lowing the  truck.  There  were  adults, 
but  also  many  children,  as  well  as  a  few 
nuns.  Soon  the  truck  had  left  us  behind. 
The  people  chose  not  to  follow  the  road, 
but  rather  picked  a  short-cut,  straddling 
fences  and  crossing  a  small  stream  by 
jumping  on  large  rocks.  The  cemetery 
was  over  a  mile  away,  a  good  brisk  walk. 


Indian  woman  washing  clothes  by  the  river  in  Sisoguichi 
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Typical  Indian  with  baby 


People  evidently  held  the  deceased  in 
deep  affection,  their  very  number  at- 
tested to  that.  But  the  mood  was  not 
one  of  sadness,  but  rather  one  of  joy. 
They  were  having  animated  conversa- 
tions among  themselves  and  gales  of 
laughter  would  be  heard  here  and  there. 
One  had  the  feeling,  however,  that  there 
was  nothing  disrespectful  with  their  be- 
havior. 

After  a  while  I  found  myself  walking 
with  a  17-year-old  young  man  whose 
name  was  Hector.  He  was  surprised  to 
find  out  that  his  name  was  quite  com- 
mon in  both  French  and  English.  The 
day  before,  when  I  had  gone  to  the  river 
to  see  the  women  do  their  laundry.  I 
had  seen  this  young  man  coming  down 
from  the  mountain  with  a  wheelbarrow 
full  of  pieces  of  dried  wood  destined  for 
the  family  stove.  I  had  taken  a  photo  of 
him,  and  he  had  most  willingly  posed 
for  me,  looking  very  proud,  it  seemed, 
at  being  able  to  do  a  man's  job. 


I  teased  him  about  having  shown  off 
his  strength  while  crossing  the  river  with 
his  heavy  load  because  there  were  girls 
close  by  watching  him.  He  protested 
strongly  that  these  were  his  sisters,  and 
that  it  was  his  mother  washing  close  by. 
I  remarked  that  he  had  decidedly  beauti- 
ful sisters,  which  he  did.  While  crossing 
the  river  he  had  slipped  into  some  mud 
and  had  dirtied  his  boots  and  socks.  He 
had  consequently  gotten  to  the  business 
of  washing  his  socks  in  the  river.  I 
asked  him  if  men  also  did  the  washing. 
"Why  not,"  he  said,  "everyone  knows 
how  to  wash." 

Later  he  asked  me  if  I'd  send  him  a 
photo  I  had  taken  of  him.  I  promised  I 
would.  Then  somehow  the  conversation 
drifted  to  death  and  dying,  and  he  asked 
me  if  someone  in  my  family  had  died. 
When  I  told  him  that  a  little  over  a  year 
ago  my  father  had  died,  he  seemed 
genuinely  taken  aback  and  saddened.  I 
asked  him  if  he  had  lost  any  member  of 
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his  family,  and  he  told  me  that  his 
parents  and  eight  brothers  and  sisters 
were  all  alive  and  well,  and  that  he  was 
thankful  to  God  for  it. 

A  Multitude  of  Crosses 

Eventually  we  got  to  the  cemetery  which 
was  huge  and  covered  with  a  multitude 
of  wooden  crosses  in  various  degrees  of 
decay.  I  remembered  that  the  mission 
was  founded  in  1676  and  that  many 
people  had  died  since  that  time. 

The  pall-bearers,  using  ropes,  were 
lowering  the  casket  into  the  ground 
when  we  arrived.  The  coffin  was  made 
of  wooden  boards  nailed  together  with 
no  embellishment  of  any  sort.  The  hole 
in  the  ground  was  only  about  four  feet 
deep. 

Then  Padre  Brambila,  with  the  use 
of  a  portable  loudspeaker,  invited  the 
people  to  prayer.  I  was  moved  by  the 
beauty  of  the  prayers,  and  felt  very  good 
at  being  a  Christian,  and  knowing  that 
salvation  was  acquired  by  Christ  for  all 
of  us  who  desire  it,  and  that  death  has 


been  conquered  by  His  death  and  re- 
surrection. I  also  felt  that  the  prayers 
and  gentle  words  of  the  priest  touched 
the  whole  assembly  deeply  as  people 
stood  recollected  and  prayerful. 

We  were  then  invited  to  drop  a  hand- 
ful of  earth  on  the  coffin.  While  most 
people  filed  by  to  accomplish  that  duty, 
two  or  three  children  of  five  or  six  years 
of  age,  sat  on  the  pile  of  earth  and  con- 
tinuously swept  dirt  down  the  grave. 
Then  three  men  took  shovels  and  soon 
the  grave  was  filled,  and  the  grand- 
mother was  laid  to  rest  until  the  resur- 
rection. 

Father  Brambila  offered  me  a  ride 
back  to  town.  I  thanked  him  and  chose 
to  walk  back.  The  sun  had  set  com- 
pletely and  the  full  moon  was  out.  We 
walked  briskly  as  it  was  getting  to  be 
quite  cold.  When  we  got  to  town.  Hector 
showed  me  his  house  and  invited  me  to 
come  and  visit  his  family  anytime.  Un- 
fortunately I  was  leaving  the  following 
morning  and  had  no  opportunity  to  take 
up  his  invitation.  □ 


As  it  is 


The  view  from  the  hills  around  St.  Julien's  - 
dark  blue  ocean  and  glittering  white  snow. 
They  don't  call  this  SUNday  for  nothing! 
In  the  foreground:  Hendrika  Haasen, 
SOS  teacher. 


By  Hendrika  Haasen,  S.O.S. 
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Patsy  Ftynn,  SOS,  flanked  by  her  proteges. 


>ome  members  of  the  primary  class  huddling 
or  security  and  warmth  on  the  front  step 
>f  the  school. 


loyce  and  Sandra  will  now  demonstrate  the 
'ine  art  of  potato  printing. 
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The  world  will  never  starve  for 
wonders; 

But  only  for  the  want 
of  wonder. 

G.  K.  Chesterton 


Scarborough  Bluffs,  200  feet  high,  are  one  of  North  America's 
most  unusual  geological  headland  formations.  The 
alternative  layers  of  clay  and  interglacial  sands  provide  a 
comprehensive  record  of  the  last  stage  of  the  Ice  Age. 

(Explore  Canada) 


The  Redemptoristines 


Is  God  calling  you  to  a  life 
of  prayer  and  contemplation? 

Do  you  know  that  there  is  a  community  of  contemplative 
religious  women  residing  in  Fort  Erie,  Ontario?  There 
in  the  peace  and  quiet  of  their  spacious  home,  facing  the 
mighty  Niagara  River,  the  nuns  work  to  support 
themselves,  doing  work  that  is  compatible  with  the 
rhythm  of  their  life  of  contemplative  prayer. 

The  nuns  extend  a  welcome  to  mature  young  women  with  good 
health  and  a  college  education  (or  working  experience),  to 
search  out  their  vocation  by  a  visit  to  the  Monastery.  There  they 
may  join  the  nuns  in  their  daily  life  of  prayer  and  work  while 
discovering  God's  will  in  regard  to  their  vocation  in  life. 


For  information  please  write  to: 

Redemptoristine  Nuns 

Monastery  of  the  Most  Holy  Redeemer 

2681  Niagara  Parkway 

Fort  Erie,  Ontario  L2A  5M4 

RR.  No.  1  -  Box  771 
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a  bit  of  W®M©JR 


"I  tell  you,"  said  Pat.  "The  ould  friends  are  the  best,  after  all  and,  what's 
more,  I  can  prove  it." 

"How  are  you  going  to  prove  it?" 

"Where  will  you  find  a  new  friend  that  has  shtud  by  ye  as  long  as  the  ould 
ones  have?" 

*  *  * 

Mrs.  Comeup  visited  a  fashionable  physician,  after  having  been  to  several 
others. 

The  man  of  medicine  told  her  that  she  needed  oxygen  and  instructed  her 
to  call  every  afternoon  for  treatment,  adding  that  the  charge  would  be  ten 
dollars  a  treatment. 

As  Mrs.  Comeup  gathered  her  wraps  about  her  and  started  to  leave  the 
office,  she  exclaimed:  "I'm  so  glad  I  came  to  you,  doctor.  I  knew  those  other 
physicians  didn't  understand  my  case.  They  all  told  me  what  I  needed  was 
fresh  air." 

*  ★  ★ 

Tom:  "I  don't  see  why  Bella  should  want  to  separate  from  Harry.  He  has  given 
her  everything  she  needs  to  make  her  happy." 

Flo:  "But  it's  the  things  she  doesn't  need  that  a  woman  needs  to  make  her 
happy." 

*  *  * 

How  far  is  it  between  your  ears?  About  IV2  inches,  I  guess. 
No,  it  isn't  -  it's  half  way  round  the  block. 

*  *  ★ 

Pat  signed  his  name  in  the  hotel  register,  and  then  wrote,  "Irish,  and  proud 
of  it."  A  Scotchman  came  in  a  little  later,  and  on  seeing  Pat's  entry,  wrote 
after  his  name,  "Scotch,  and  fond  of  it." 

*  ★  * 

When  we  were  children  we  were  grateful  to  those  who  filled  our 
stockings  with  toys  at  Christmastide.  Why  are  we  not  grateful  to  God 
for  filling  our  stockings  with  legs?  G.  k.  chesterton 

SOME  THOUGHTS 

•  How  blessed  are  those  who  know  their  need  of  God. 

•  Many  have  quarreled  about  religion,  that  have  never  practised  it. 

•  A  man  must  keep  his  mouth  open  a  long  while  before  a  roast  pigeon  flies 
into  it. 

•  //  is  sure  to  be  dark  if  you  shut  your  eyes. 

(Words  to  Get  Well  By:  Franciscan  Herald  Press) 


20 


SISTERS  OF  SERVICE 

Today  the  generosity  and  inspiration  of  Catherine  Donnelly,  the 
deep  spirituality  of  Father  Coughlan,  the  organizing  genius  and 
the  ecclesial-mindedness  of  Father  Daly,  the  vision  and  the 
tenacity  of  Archbishop  Neil  MacNeil,  and  the  selfless  zeal  of  a 
small  group  of  pioneer  Sisters,  have  provided  those  of  us  who 
have  come  after  with  a  heritage  and  a  challenge  for  the  future. 
Today  S.O.S.  are  involved, 
involved  in  Christ 
involved  in  the  whole  Christ 

as  Teachers,  Religious  Educators, 
Nurses,  Social  Workers 
bringing  Christ  to  the  open  prairies, 
inner  city,  outpost  areas, 

wherever  people  need  help. 


Jesus  of  Nazareth  was  born,  died  and  rose  for  each  one  of  us 
and  since  Jesus  has  lived  in  our  midst,  all  men  are  our  brothers. 
All  are  called  to  know  God  not  only  as  the  Creator  but  as  a 
Father  who  loves. 
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What  can  I  give  Him 

poor  as  I  am? 
If  I  were  a  shepherd 

I  would  give  Him  a  lamb. 
If  I  were  a  wise  man 

I  would  do  my  part. 
Yet  what  can  I  give  Him? 
Give  Him  my  heart.     -  C.  Rossetti 


Greetings  of  the  Season 
sisters^^o^^service 


